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6 8. - Ends Smith y Was: the only Son. of 
an eminem Merchant, one, Mr. Neale, 
who had ſecretly married a Daughter 


: ſoon after follow'd by his Death, were 
the Orca on of the Son's being left very young in 
the Hands of a near Relation (one who married 
Mr. Neale 8. Siſter), whoſe Name was Smh. . 
This Gentleman and his Lady treated him as their 


own Child, and put him to ſminſter School un 


der the. Care of Dr. Baby ;, whence after the Loſs. 
- of his faithful and g enerous Guardian (whoſe Name 
de aſſum'd and dean d) he was remov'd to Cbriſt. 
Coarch i in Oxford, and there by his Aunt handſomely; 
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of the famous Baron Lechemere, 13 ; 
* Misfortunes ot his Father, which were 
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4 Charafter f ihe Author. 


. till her Death; after which he continued 


Member of that learned and ingenious Society, 
an within five Vears of his e Bent h;] tho' ſome 
time before his leaving Chriſi- Church, he was ſent for 
by his Mother to Worceſter, and ow n'd and acknow- 
tedg'd as her legitimateSon ; which had not been men- 


tion'd, but to wipe off the Aſperſions that were ig-| 


norantly caſt by ſome, on his Birth. It is to be re- 
membred for our Author's Honour, that when at 
1 eftminſter Election he ſtood a Candidate for one 
of the Univerſities, he ſo ſignally diſtinguiſb'd him» 


ſelf by his conſpicuous Performances, that there a- 


roſe no ſmall Contention between the Repreſenta- 
tive Electors of Triuiy College in Cambridge, and 
Chriſt-Chrift in Oxon, which of thoſe two Royal So- 
3 8 adopt him as their del But the E- 
Jectors of Trin lege having the re-eminence] 
Preference of Goes that Year, they reſolutely elect- 


eld him; who yet being invited at the ſame time to 


Chrift-Ghurch, © choſe to accept of a Studentſhip there. 
Ms Smith's Perfections, as well natural as acquired, 


Tem to have been form'd upon Horate's f tn; bas 


lays i in his Art of Poetry, 


K. nec Studium fe divite dend, . 
Nec rude quid profit video ingenium: alterins fo of 


Atera Peſcit opera res, E 9 amicè. 


He was endow'd by Nature with all thoſe ares; 


| lent. and neceſſary Qualifications which are revious 


4 — amt ARR ns E 


to the Accompliſhment of a great Man. His Me- 


mory was large and tenacious, yet by a curious Fe- 

 Gicity chiefly ſuſceptible of the felt Impreſſions, it 

kreceiv'd from the 15 Authors he read, which it al- 
ways preſerv'd in 


eir mitive Sire 4 and ami- 
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A Charager 


city of Underſtanding, which eaſily took in and ſur- 
mounted the moſt ſubtle and knotty Parts of Ma- 
thematicks and Metaphyſicks. His Wit was prompt 
and flowing, yet ſolid and piercing; his Taſte de- - 


Juſt Thoughts, perſpicuous and engaging : To ſay 

nothing oft his Perſon, which yet was ſo well turn d, 

that no Neglect of himſelf in bis Dreſs, or outward 
Ornament could render it diſagrecable; inſomuch 
that ſome of the Fair Sex, who obſerv'd and eſteem'd 
him, at once commended and reprov'd him by the 
Name of the handſome Sloven. An eager, but ge- 
nerous and noble Emulation grew up with him; 
which (as it were a rational fort of Inſtinct) puſh'd him 
upon ſtriving to excel in every Art and Science that 


could make him a Credit to his College, and that 


College the Ornament of the moſt Learned and 


| Polite-Umner/ty. And it was his Happineſs to have 


ſeveral Contemporaries and Fellow-Students, whe 
exercis'd and excited this Virtue in themſelves ane 
others, thereby becoming ſo deſervedly in favour 


With this Age, and ſo good a Proof of its nice Di- 


ſcernment. His Judgment naturally good, ſoouripen' 


with aſpiring, 


into an exquĩſite Fineneſs and diſtinguiſhing Sagaci- 
ty, which as it was active, ſo it was vigorous aud 
manly, keeping even Paces with a rich and ſtrong 
Imagination ous upon the Wing, and never tit'd 

lence it was, that, tho' he writ as 
young as Cowley, he had no Puerilities; and his ear- 
lieſt Productions were ſo far from having any thing 


In them mean and trifling, that like the junior Com- 


-politions: of Mx. Srepney, they may make grey Au- 
thors bluſh. There are many of his firſt Eſſays in 
Oratory, in Epigram, Elegy, and Epique, ſtill handed 


about che CLiberſuy in Manuſcript, which ſhew..a 


A4  Maſtaly 


. He had a Quickneſs of Apprehenſion, and Viva « :þ 


licate, his Head clear, and his way of expreſſing his 


i 5 Character of the Author. 5 
'  Maſterly Hand, and tho' main d and injured by fre- 


quent tranſcribing, make their way into our moft 


5 celebrated Miſcellanies, where they ſhine with un- 
common Luſtre. Beſides thoſe Verſes in the Ox- 
Ford Books which he could not help ſetting his Name 


to, ſeveral of his Compoſitions came abroad under 
other Names, which his own ſingular Modeſty, and 


faithful Silence ſtrove in vain to conceal, The En- 
cn] and Publick Collectious of the 'Unjuerſity upon 
State SubjeAts, were never in ſuch Eſteem, eithet 


for Elegy or Congratulation, as when he contributed 


molt — to 'em; and it was natural for thoſe 


who knew, his peculiar way of writing, to turn to 


his Share in the Work, as by far the moſt reliſhing 
Part of the Entertainment. As his Parts were ex- 
traordinary, fo he well knew how-to improve emʒ 
and not only to poliſh:a Diamond, but enchaſe it in 


Gold. Tho” he was an Academick-the greateſt part | 


of his Life, yet he contracted no Sourneſs of Tem- 
per, no Spice. of. Pedantry, no Itch of Diſputation, 


or obſtinate Contention for the Old or New Phi- 


loſophy, no aſſuming way of dictating to others, 
which are Faults. (tho? excuſable) which ſome: are 
_ infenfibly led into, who are: cconftrain'd to dwell 
long within the Walls of a private College. His 


Converſation was pleaſant and inſtructive, and what 
Horace ſaid of Plotius, V. Es 15 5 "gil, 5 __ 


* 1 to him: 2 


a Ane 


ann 0 "Sat 5. rw : 
wy AK 20 a Writer us he! was; ins 3 alabs. | 


rate Pieces, he read the Works of others with Can- 


dor, and reſerv'd his greateſt Severity for his own 


_ Compoſitions; being readier to cheriſh and advance, 


. than e or depreſs a — n and as patient 
r | | 3 15 
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| Character of the Author. | 
| of being exceal's himſelf (if any could excel him! 
as induſtrious to excel others. 
Twere to be wifſp'd he had confin'd himſelf to a 
particular Profèſſion, who Was capable of ſurpaſſing: 
in any; but in this, his want of Application was in 
a great meaſure owing to his want of due Encou- 


He pals'd through the Exerciſes of the College and 
Univerſity with unuſual Applauſe; and though he 
often ſuffer d his Friends to call him off from his 
Retirements, and to lengthen out thoſe jovial A- 
yocations, yet his Return to his Studies, was ſo 
much the more paſſionate, and his Intention upon 
thoſe refined Pleaſures of Reading and Thinking ſo 
vehement (to which his facetious ànd unbended In- 
tervals bote no proportion) that the Haix — 
on bim, and the Sertes of. Meditatibs and Reflectiun 
being kept up whole Weeks together, he could bet- 
ter ſort his Ideas, and take in the ſundry Parts of a 
Science at one View, without Interruption or Con- 
fulion. Some indeed of his Acquaintance, who _ 
tere pleas d to diſtinguiſh between the Mit and the 
Scholar; extolſ'd kim aſtogether on the Account o 
the: firſt: of theſe: Titles; but others o knew bim 
better, could not forbear doing him Juſtice as a Pro- 
digy in both kinds. He had fignaliz'd himſelf in the 
Schools, as a Philoſopher and Polemick of exten- 
five Knowledge and deep Penetration; and went | 
through all the Courſes with a wiſe 'Regard to the 
Dignity: and Importance of each Science. I re- 
member him in the Divinity-School reſponding and 
diſputing with? a perſpicuous Energy, à ready Ex- 
actneſs, and commanding Force of Argument, hen 
Dr. Jane worthily preſided in the Chair; whoſe con- 
deſcending and'diſ-intereſted Commendation of him, 
gave him fuch a Reputation, as ſilenc'd the 5 7 | 
: 224d + Mueaalice 


o 
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have either trifled with Philoſophy by attempting toi 


profitable, Rugged, and Abſtraſe, which ſome ſupet 
ncial Seolifts ( fo very ſmooth and polite as to adWv 


_  Indolence, or an ill grounded Prejudice had aftix'd 
to this ſort of Studies. He knew the thorny Term 


might at once adorn and defend the Chriſtian Hero. 


with whom he had carefully oompar d whatever was 
which Languages he was no Stranger) aud in all 


I Cbaraſter of the Author. 
Malice of his Enemies, who. durſt not contradid in 
the Approbation of ſo profound a Maſter in TheoW 
logy. None of thoſe Self- ſuſfſicient Creatures, who 


ridicule it, or have encumber'd it with novel Terms 
and hurdenſome Explanations, underſtood its rea 
Weight and Purity half ſo well as Mr. Snith. He 
was too diſcerning to allow of the Character of L 


mit of no Impreſſion) either out of an unthinking 


of Philoſophy ſerv'd well to fenee in the true Do 
Arines of Religion; and look'd upon Sebool-Druini: 
as upon a poliſn'd and well wrought Armour, which 


Beſides this, Mr. Smith had a long and perfect 
Intimacy with all the Ereet and Latiz Claſſicks; 


worth peruſing ia the French, Spauiſh, and Italian (toe 


the celebrated Mriters of his own Country. But 
then according to the curious Obſervation of the late 


Earl of Shaftsbury, he kept the Poet in awe by regular g 
_ Criticiſm, and as it were marry'd the two Arts for 
their mutual Support and Improvement. There was 


not a Tradt of Credit upon that Subject, which he 


had not diligently examin'd from Ariſtotle down to 


Hedelin and Boſſ#; fo that having each Rule con- 


 Rtantly before him, he could carry the Art through rc 
_ every Poem, and at once point out the Graces and MV 
Deformities. By this means he ſeem'd to read with 43 
n Deſign to correct, as well as learn, and meliorate, . 
no leſs than imitate. Being thus prepar'd, he could 
not but taſte every little Delicacy that was tl 


A Cbaracter of the Author. 
digþim; tho” it was impoſſible for him at the ſame time 


ients and Moderns, not as Parties or Rivals for 


e judg'd, approv'd, and blam'd without Plat- 
ery or Detraction. If he did not always commend 
e Compoſitions of others, *twas not ill Na- 


Opinion, who could not admire, 


adi — 4s ſmooth, aud ſoft ar Cream . 
I., whichthere was neither Depth, nor Stream. * 


;þ And therefore, tho? his want of | Complaiſance fot 


toſſyet the better part of Mankind were obliged by the 
al reedom of his Reflections 1111 


and imperfect Copy, hath ſhewn the World how 


moſthenes, the elegant and moving Turns of Ply, 
and the acute and wiſe Reflexions of Tacitus. 
Since Temple and Roſcommon, no Man underſtood 


Mixture of the Soft and the Sublime. This endear'd Dr. 
Hanns's Odes to him, the fineſt Genius for Latin Ly- 
rick ſince the Auguaſtan Age. His Friend Mr. Philips's 
Ode to Mr. Sr John, (now Lord Bolingbroke) after 
the manner of Horace s Laſory Panegyrical, or Ama- 

„ | foriatt 


o be fed and nouriſh'd with any thing, but what 
vas Subſtantial and Laſting. He confider'd the An- 


ame, but as Architects upon one and the fame 
lan, the Art of Poetry; according to which 


ore, (which was not in his Temper) but ſtrict u- 
ing ce, that would not Tet him call a few Flowers ſet 
1 Ranks, a glib Meaſure, and ſo many Couplers 
dy: the Name of Poctry : He was of Ben Johnſon's 


ſome Mens overbearing Vanity made him Enemies, 


His. Bodleiey Speech, tho? taken from a remote 


great a Maſter he was of the Ciceronian Eloquence, 
ix'd with the Conciſeneſs and Force of De- 


Horace better, eſpecially as to bis happy Didion, 
rolling Numbers, beautiful Imagery , and alternate 
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A Character of the Author. 
torian Odes, is certainly a Maſterpiece : But Mr. nit 
Pococ ius, is of the Sublimer Kind; tho', like Waller's | 
Writings upon Oliver Cromwell, it wants not the moſt 
delicate and ſurpriziug Turns peculiar to the Perſon 
prais' d. I do not remember to have ſeen any thing like 
it in Dr. Batharſt, who had made ſome Attempts this 
Way, with Applauſe. He was an excellent Judge of 
Humanity; and ſo: good an Hiſtorian, that in familiar | 
Diſcovrſe he would, talk over the moſt: memora- | 
ble Facts in Antiquity, the Lives, Addons, and Cha- 
rackers of celebrated Men, with amazing Facility and 
Accuracy. As he had thoroughly read and digeſted 
| Thaanus's Works, fo he was able to copy after him: 
And his Talent in this kind was ſo well known and 
allow'd, that he had been ſingl'd out by ſome Greaz 
Men to write a Hiſtory, which it was for their Inte- 
reſt to e the utmoſt Art and Dexterity. 
I fhall not mention for what Reaſons this Deſign 
was dropp'd:; the? they are very much to Mr. Snith's 
Houonr; The: Yruth is, and | ſpeak it betore living 
Witneſſes; whilkk an agrecable Company could fix 
him upon a Subje&Tof uſefu Literature, no body 
: 2 greaber Advantage: He ſeem'd to be that 
Memmius, whom Lusretius ſpeahs o; 
net. 1 2 RD NN i rn 1 
em tu, Dea, tempore u 
. . Omnibus 2 . 
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' His Works are not many, and'thoſe ſcatter'd v 


and down in Miſcellanies and Collection:; being wrelt- 
ed from bim by his Friends, with great Difficulty aud 

Reluctance. But all of them together make but a 
mall Part of that much greater Body which lyes 
diſpers'd in the Poſſeſſion of numerous Acquain- 
tance, and cannot perhaps be made entire, without 
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A Charater of the Author. „ 
great Injuſtice to him; becauſe few of them had his 
jaſt Hand; and the Tranſcriber was often obliged to 
take the Liberties of a Hiend. His Condoleance for 
the Death of Mr. Philips is full of the nobleſt Bau- 
ties, and hath done Juſtice to the Aſhes of that Se? 
cond Milton, whoſe Writings will laſt as long as the 
Engliſh Language, Genereſiey, and Valour. For him 
Mr. Smith had contracted a perfect Friendſhip, a 
Paſſion he was moſt ſuſceptible of, and whoſe Laws 
he: look'd- upon as ſacred, and inviolable. Every 
Subject that paſs d under his Pen, had all the Life, Pro- 
portion, and Embelliſhments beſtow'd on it, which 
am exquiſite Skill, a warm Imagination, and a cool 
Judgment could poſſibly beſtow on it. The Epique, 
Lyrick, Elegiac, every ſort of Poetry which he 
touch'd upon, (and he had touch'd upon a great va- 
riety) was rais'd to its proper Height, and the Diffe- 
rences between each of them obſerv'd with a jadi- 
cious Accuracy. We ſaw the old Rules and new 
Beauties plac'd in admirable Order by each other, 
and there was a predominant Fancy and Spirit of 
his own infus'd, ſuperior to what ſome draw off 
from the Antients, or from Poſies here and there cull'd 
out of the Mozerns, by a painful Induſtry, and ſer- 
vile Imitation. His Contrivances were Adroit and 
Magnificent: His Images Lively and Adequate: 
dis. Sentiments Charming and Majeſtick : His Ex- 
Tefions Natural, tho“ Bold: His Numbers Various 
and.Sounding ; and that enamel'd Mixture of Claſ- 
ſical Wit, which, without Redundance and Affecta- 
tion, ſpark!'d thro* his Writings, was no leſs Uſe- 
eee 
His Phædra is a conſummate Tragedy, and the 
Kucceſt of it was. as great, as the moſt ſanguin Ex- 
Pectations of his Friends could promiſe or foreſee. 
The Nember of Nights, and the common Men, at 
Fiji: 1 3 | ng 


h 


W / filling the Hose, are not always the ſureſt Marks c 
„ judging, what Encouragement a Play meets with 
1 Bat the Generoſityi of ail the Perſons of a refin 
Taſte about the Towti, was Remarkable on this Oc. 
oaſion: And it muſt mot be forgotten how zealouſll 
Mr. Ada;fon eſpbus d his Intereſt, with all the ele. 
nt Judgment and diffuſive Good: Nature, for which 
that -accompliſh'd Gentleman and Author 4s re. 
nown'd. But as to Phedra, ſhe has certainly made 
a ſiner Eigure under Mr. Smiths Conduct, upon the 
| Envliſh Stage, than either at Rume or Hthens'; and} 
if ſhe-excels the Greet and Latiu Phædra, I need not 
ſay, ſhe ſurpaſſes che French one, | tho? embelliſn'd 
With all the regular Beauties, and moving Softneſ; 
Kacine himfelf could give ger. 
No Man had a juſter Notion of the Pifficulty of 
Compoſing, than Mr. nb; ind he ſometimes would 
create —— had Reafon to ap- 
prchend. Writing with Eaſe, what (as Mr. Hycheriey 
ſpeales) may be eatily written, - mov'd his Indigna- 
tion. When he was writing _ a Subject, he 
would ſeriouſſy conſider what Demoſthenes, Homer, 
Firgd, and Horace, if alive, would ſay upon that Oc- 
| on; which caus'd him to exceed himſelf as well | 
as others. Nevertheleſs he could not, or would 
not, finiſh ſeveral Subjects he undertook; which | 
may be imputed either to the briskneſs of his Fancy, 
ſtill hunting after new Matter; or to an Ooccaſional 
Indolence, which Spleen and Laſſitude brought 
upon him, which of all his Foibles the World was 
leaſt inclin'd to forgive. That this was not owing 
to Conceit and Vanity, or a Fulneſs of himſelf (a 
Frailty: which has been imputed to no leſs Men than 
& and Fohnſon) is clear from henee; becauſe i - 


ae a! out ie of-dht hoe mon #4 AS 0:40 


EY 

He left his Works to the entire Diſpoſal of his 

Friends; whoſe moſt- rigorous Cenſures —.— 
. . | 5 court 
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 #-CharaBer of the Author. 
>urted and ſolficited ; ſubmitting to their Animad- 
ng and the Freedom they took with him, with 
an unreſery'd and prudent Reſignation. ' | 
I have feen Sketches g rough Pravghts- of 
me Poems he deſign'd, ſet out avalyrically ge 
Jin the 5 15 Book and eee, 12 Tins 
Incidents edles, and à great variety of 7 
: aments, were 60 finely laid out, ſo well fitted to 
che Rules of Art, and ſquat'd ſo exactly to the Pre- 
Ncedents of the Antients; that ] have ofterr looked 
Jon theſe Paeticul Elemenir, vich the ſame Concern, 
with vrhich curious Men affected, at the | 
Wot the' moſt entertaining 2 7575 and Ruins of an 
or Antique fig or Bln, © Thofe Fragmens of the 
Learned, which ſome: len have been ſo proud of 
their Pain in collecting, are »/eleſs Rarities, with- 
FF ent Form and: without Life, when compar'd wich 
14 theſe Embrys's, which wanted not Spirit enough to 
4. preſerve them ; ſo that I cannot belp thinking, that 
it ſome of them were to come abroad; they would 
u. be. as highly valued by the Poets, as the Sketches of 
he Julio and Titian are by the Parmnters: tho' there is 
orbiug in them but af Our. Lines, as to the Defige 7 
11 and Pryportian. 
1a It muſt be confels'd, that Mr. Smith had ſome 
| Defetts in his Conduct; whicty thofe are moſt” apt 
Y 
al 
t 
18 
8 
a 
4 
e 
$ 
1 
| 


to remember, who could imitate him in nothi! 
elſe. His Freedom with himfetfdrew ſeverer. Ace- 
Kknowledgments from him, than all the Malice he 
ever provok'd, was capabie of advancing; and he 
did not ſcruple to give even his M:fortnnes the hard 
are of Ibn 4 M, works bee ch er 85 
(ature, all ady, s wow ft ek 
out e Character. 1 * # 3 
an, Who under Wot alamit es, | 
point ments, could make 'to many Friends, 


4 Charator of the. Cake, - 


and r ſo truly Valuable , muſt have Juſt, and 
ndble Ideas of the Paſſion of F n in the 
if f nat. the 

knew very el 
what was due to his Birch, tho' Fortune threw hin 
ſhort of it, in every other ON Circumſtance Lof Life.] 
He avoided makin any, tho * perhaps reaſonable} 
Complaints of her iſpenſations;. under which he 
had. Honour 2 to be eaſy, 3 touching 
the Favours ſhe feen in his as Wy when offer'd to 

of a 


Succeſs of which conſiſted the eſt 
only Happineſs of his Life. 1 . — 


him at the Price Nepus 2 1 
| 400k care to Fs 2 es, 115 Mink 

which he coul 1 ne and, Bra to ** 

-no ether. 88 in hi that of in- 


*trinfick Merit; which was. ps only ky, ug and 
Reproach he ever brought upon his Friends. He 
couid ſay as Horace did of lure what 1 pever 
5 ORgan, {1 hott ur. 10 410 
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Which will ep, be „ to their 

Smith's. Character grew, upon his F ende by Mich 
cy, and.outgrew the ſtrongeſt Prepoſſeſſions, which 
had been conceiv'd in his Favour. Whatever Quar- 


5 1155 a few ſowr Creatures, whoſe Obſcurity is their 


peſt bly have to the Age; yet am 
17 740. Neglect ee Diſuſe o Al cb 54 


N n faſhionable Equipments, and 
| n ee d. 


111 * Which are thought ne- 
FRO belle) 


A his coming to Town, no Man w e ſur- e 
rounded by coming who really had, o 4 more fr | 

to Wit; or more courted by the 25 en, who 
cad then a, Power; and Opportunity of encouraging 
Arts and Sciences, 75 ave Proofs of 1 10 Fond- 
neſs for the Name of Patron in dach Bie. nſt . 


Werves upon à ve 


mands upon them for their 


kind 


A Cbaracter of the Author, 
eſſary IntroduQions into the Grande Monde, this 
Gentleman was ſo bappy as fill to pleaſe; and 
hilt the Rich, the Gay, the Noble, and Honoura- 


Pie, ſaw how much he exeelPd in Wit and Learn- 
Eng, they eaſily forgave all other Differences. Hence 
Wt was that both his Acquaintance and Retirements 


ere his own free Choice. What Mr. Prior ob- 
| very prom Character, was true of 
him; That moſt of his Fanlts brought their Excuſe 
, NGTS i DDE Hott 21043 to--: 
"Thoſe who blam'd him moſt underſtood him leaſt : 


„ 


Wt being the Cuſtom of the Vulgar to charge an 


Exceſs upon the tmoft Complaiſant, and to form a 


Character 11 the Morals of a few, who have ſome- 
7 


imes ſpoil'd an Hour or two in good Company. But 


where only Fortune is wanting to make a Great 


Name, that fingle Exception can never paſs upon 
he beſt Judges and moſt equitable Obſervers of - 
kind: And when the Time comes for the World 
to ſpare their Pity, we may gully enlarge our De- 
dmiration. 
Some few Years before his Death, he had engag'd 
himſelf in ſeveral conſiderable Undertakings : In all 
which he had prepar'd the World to expect mighty 
Things from him. I have ſeen about Tex Sheets of 
his Engliſp Pindar, which exceeded any thing of that 
1 could ever hope for in our own Language. 
He had drawn out the Plan of a Tragedy of the Lady 
Jane Grey, and had gone through ſeveral Scenes of 
it. But he could not well have bequeath'd that 
Work to better Hands, than where, I hear, it is at 
#®ſent lodg'd: And the bare Mention of Two ſuch 
Names, may juſtifie the largeſt Expectations, and is 
ſufficient to make the Town an agreeable Invitation. 
His greateſt and nobleſt Undertaking was Lozg:- 
unf. He had finiſh'd an entire Tranſlation of On 
„„ 1 ume 


A Character of the Author. | 
ane, which he ſent to the Reverend Mr. Richard 
Pearter, a Friend of bis, late of Merton College, an 
1 exact Critick in the Greek,” ene from whom it 


cCame to my Hands. The Frexch Verſion of Mon- 
1 ſieur Boileau, tho? truly valuable, was far ſhort of it. 
Wl He propos'd a large Addition-to this Work, of Note, 
A and Obſervations of his own, with-an entire Syſtem| 
df the Art of 2 in three Books; under the Ti- 
. tles of Thought, Diction, and Figure: I ſaw the laſt 
1 of theſe Perfect, and in a fair Copy, in which he 
few?d prodigious Judgment and Reading; and ku. 

_ ticularly, had reform'd the Art of Rhetorick, by red - 3 
cing that vaſt. and confus'd Heap. of Terms with 
which a long Succeſſion of Pedaxts hath encumber'd 

' the World, to a very narrow Compals, comprehen- 

| j ing all that was aſefal and ornamental in Poetry. 
1 Under each Head ang Chapter, he intended to make 
Remarks upon ail the Ancients and Moderns,the Greek, 

Latin, Eugliſh 7 French 22 enyh , and Italian Poets, 
and to note their ſeveral Beauties and Defedts. 

WMuhat remains of his Works, is left, as I am inform- 

ea, in the Hands of Men of Worth and Judgment, 
"who lov'd him. It cannot be ſuppos'd, they would 
luppreſs any thing that was his, but out of Reſpect 
0 his Memory, and for want; of proper Hands to 
Finiſh what ſo great a Genins. had, OW. 
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kö the Right Honourable — 
Lord HALIFAX. 


Sac Lon... | 
s S ſoon as it was made known 
chat your Lordſhip was not dil- 
TOA pleas'd with this PLay, my" " i 
— 3 began to value them 4 
ſelves upon the Intereſt they | 
ad taken in its Succeſs; I was touch'd: - 
vith a Vanity I bad not before. been ac 
quainted with, and began to dream of no- 'il 
hing leſs than the Immortality of my Work. ; 
And I had ſufficiently thewn this Vanity 
in inſcribing this PLay to your Lordſhip, 
did J only conſider you as one to whom 
o many admirable Pieces, to whom the | 
„„ T&F; ©- : Praiſes: — 


F 
>, 


4 
: 2 | -# 
— f * 4 


» 


3 
12 
—_ 7 


Patron. 


| 5 ; N Epiſt te Deaicutory. | ===> TI — | 
Praiſes of Jah, and the beſt Latin Poem i 
ſince the Aneid, that on the Peace of 


iptolerable Preſumption to have addrefs d 


Ae. 


it to you, my Lord, who are the niceſt i 


Judge of Poetry, were you not-alſo the 


greateſt Encourager of it; to you who ex- 


cel all the preſent Age asa my $4 yd 


not ſurpaſs all the Piecading 


For in the Times when the Muſes were | 
moſt encourag'd, the beſt Writers were 
countenanc'd, but never adyanc'd; they 
were admitted to the Acquaintance of the 


greateſt Mer, but that was all they were 


to _ The Boùnty of the Patron is 
no Wb. 


of the Poets, wheres Four Lordſhip's will 
fill thoſe of the Hiſtorians. FR 


For what Tranſactions can they write 
of, which have not been manag d by ſon e 


who were recommended by your Lord- 


ſhip? Tis by your Lordſhip's Means, that 


the Univerſities have been real Nurſeries 
for the State; that the Courts abroad are 
charm'd by the Wit and Learning, as well} 
as the Sagacity of our Miniſters; that Ger- 


many, Switzerland, Muſtovy, and even 


* 


Tur 


Turkey it elf begins to reliſh the Politeneſs 
of the Engliſh; that the Poets at Home 


adorn that Court which they formerly us'd 


only to divert; that abroad they travel, 
in à manner very unlike their Predeceſſor 
Homer, and with an Equipage he could 


nor beſtow, ev'n on the Heroes he de- 


ſign d to immortalize. 


And this, my Lord, ſhews your Know- 


ledge of Men as well as Writings, and your 
Judgment no leſs than your Generoſity. 
You have diſtinguiſh'd between thoſe who 
by their Inclinations or Abilities were qua- 
lified for the Pleaſure only, and thoſe that 
were fit for the Service of your Country; 
you made the one eaſie, and the other 
ulſeful: You have left the One no Occaſi- 


on to with for any Preferment, and you 
have'oblig'd the Publick by the Promo- 


5 


tion of the Others. 


And now, my Lord, it may ſeem odd 
that I ſhould dwell on the Topick of your 


Bounty only, when I might enlarge on fo 
many others; when I ought to take notice 
of that illuſtrious. Family from which you 


are ſprung, and yet of the great Merit 
Which Was ee ® 


ary to ſet you on a Level 


» 


1 


With it, and to raiſe you to that Houſe of 
1 Peers 


e 


- 


Epiſtle Dedigam p. 
Peers which was already filld with your 
Relations. When 1 2 he | 
Brightneſs of your Wit in private Conver- 
ation, and the Solidity of your Eloquence 
in publick Debates; when I ought. to ad- 
mite in you the Politeneſs of a, Courtier, | 
neſs of Behaviour which charms all who. | 


addreſs themſelves to you, and yet that 


bidden Reſerve which is neceſſary for thoſe | 
great Affairs in which you are concern'd, | 
To paſs over all theſe great Qualities | 
(my Lord) and inſiſt only on your Gene- 
roſity, looks as if I ſolicited it for my ſelf; | 
but to that I quitted all manner of Claim | 


as 


great Judgment in the Choice of thoſe you 
advance; fo that all at preſent my Ambi- 
tion aſpires to is, that ap Lordſhip would 
be pleas d to pardon this Preſumption, and 

| peunit we ro pro my kl wich che molt 
| profound | pect, . - | els 


e moſt obedient Servant, 
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Spoken, by. Mr. WILKS. 


» Ong has a Race of 3 fl 4 560 Stage, 
That rant by Note, and ithraugh the Gamut rage; 
In Songs and Airs expreſs their martial Fire, © 
Combate in Trills, and in a Feuge expire; 
While lull'd by Sound, and undiſturb d by wit, 3 
Calm and Serene you indolentiy fit; _.. 
And from the dull Fatigue of Thinking Ine, 
Hear the facetious Fiddles Repartie: , 
Our Home-ſpun Authors muſt forſake the 4. 
And Shakeſpear to the ſoft Scarlatti yield... 
To your new Taſte the Poet of this Day 
Was by a Friend advis d to form his Play ; 
Had Valentini, muſically coy, 
Shun d Phezdra's Arms, and ſcorn d the proffer'd 1% 
Tt had not mov'd your Wonder to have 1 | 
An Eunuch fly from an enamour d Queen: 
| How would it pleaſe, ſhould ſhe in Engliſh ln. 
And could Hippolitus reply in Greek? 1 
But he, a Stranger to your, Modiſn a)). 
By your old Rules muſt ſtand or fall to Day, | . _ 
And hopes you will your Foreign Taſte command, 
To bear, for once, with what you underſtand, 


vx 


P ” FEAR One; O = 


EPL 


EPIL 


Whom from Eu—ripides makes Phædra ſpeak ; 5 


I gad we know-alt that as well af they n e Cl 


Are e en as good ns any two of theirs ; 2 


To 1880 the 1 Chariot, J yy can drive, | wy” 


a; hs by : Noe 
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Buy Mr. PR 10R. g 
spoken by Mrs. OL DFI E LD. - 


Adies, to Night 9our Pi Pity I „eb | 
For One who never troubled af ee before: 8 
An Oxford Man, extreamly read in Greek, * 


And comes to Town to let us Moderns know: MO, 1%. 


How Women boy's two rhouſand Years ago. 3 
If that be all, ſaid 4 Yen Burn your play, ic att 


Show us the youthful bund fime c Char loter, * 4 1 6 lt; 

Firm in his Seat, and running his Carrier; e e 

Our Souls won A kindle with as gen "rotts Flames, N 

As e er inſpir'd the ancient Grecian Dames : * 

Ev'ry Iſmena wou d reſign her W 5 

And ev'ry Hear Hippolitus be bleſt. * 
But, as it is, ſix flouncing N Mares ate bak. 


And if Hippolitus « can but contrive 


P] 
| 


The EPILOGUE. 


Now uf. #66 Bf 55. "have ſeen to Day 
A x Phedra' 3 5 this. Ears 5 2. a Bets 
Somtrhing, at laft, in Juſtice ſhou'd be ſaid, 

But this Hippolitus fo fills ones Head. 

Well ! Phædra liv'd as chaſtly as ſhe cou d, Fe 

Foreſbe was Father Jove's own Fleſh ant 1; 


Her auttvard Tove, indeed, was odly __ 


She and her Poly were too near related ; 
And yet that Scruple hud been laid fide, A 
If honeſt Theſeus had but fairly dy'd : 


But when he came, what needed be to Jnow, 


But that all Matters ftood in Statu quo: : 


There was, 0 harm, you ſee;) or grant there were, 1 


She might 1 want Conduct, but he wanted Care. 
'Twas in 4 Huſband little le than rude, | 


Won his Wife's Retirement to PTTSY FOR FH 


He ſhou'd have, ſent a Night qr tua before, 

That the wou'd come exatt ar ſuch an Hour; 

Then he had turn d all Tragedy to Jeſt, 

Found ev'ry thing gontributs fo bis Reſt; 

The Picquet Friend diſmis d, the Coaſt all clear, 

And. Spouſe alone, impatient for A Din 1 
But if theſe gay Reflexions come too late 

To keep the guilty Phædra from her Fate, N 

V yoke ore ſerious Fadgmient malt nds 

The dire Effects of her unhappy lamm (V7 

Yet, ye chaſte Matrons, and ye nder F Fair, 

Let Love and Inno cenceengage your Care; 

My ſpotleſs Flames to your Protektion take, 

And ſpare poor Phædra for Iſmena's Sake. 
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M E N. EET 15 
Theſeus King of Crete "A Me. Bettortn 
H. — his Son, i in Love 1 Booth. 
Lycos Miniſter of State Mr. Keen, 


cue ce of the Guards” M.. 6. 


WOMEN. 


| Phedra, ee Queen, | in Love 


with Hippolizns. Mes Barry 9. 


Iſinena, a Captive Princeſ in Love | 
TR Pons 0 wi Mrs Outs 


Guards Artendants. 


-  PHADRA 


VP 


— 
2 : — 
91 


AND 


HIPPOLITUS, 
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Enter Cratander and Lycon. 
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Os IE LS > abs c c Lt I . £ 
LD ERS To TO ER N 8 — 


. Tyc. — IS ſtrange, Cratander , „that the 
<> Royal Phedra . | 
Shou'd {till continue reſolute i in 
Ye Grief, „ 
And obſtinately wretched: | 4 
That one ſo gay, ſo beautiful 
ndnd young, | 
Of Godlike Viaue and Imperial Pow'r, 
Shou'd fly inviting Joys, and court Deſtruction. 
| Crat. Is there not cauſe, when lately join'd in Mar- Bl 
A - rage, Ze . | 3 4 
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2 Pugon⸗ and uyroLtovs. 


Then for theoo tedious Moons to mourn | us Sls, 
Nor know his Fate? 


But not by Abſence : Oſt I've ſeen him hang 
With greedy Eyes, and languiſh o'er her Beauties, 

She from his wide, deceiy'd, deſiring Arms iT 
Fle w taſteleſs, loathing ; whillt, ejected The,, 


And dropt a filent Tear + 4 


3 
5 
K 5 

in 
10 
"FF 


. The King my cauſe bee Sorrow, 


With mournful loving Eyes purſu d 1 Flight, 


Crat. Ha! this is Hatred, 
This i is Averſion, Horror, Deteſtation : | 
Why did the Queen who-might have cull'd Mankind, 
Why did the give her Perſon and her Throne | 
To one ſhe loath d? 
Tyc. Perhaps ſhe thought it juſt 

That he ſhou'd wear the Crown his Valour fav'd. 

Crat. Cou d the not glut his Hopes wind Wealth and 


Honour, 


| Reward his Valour, y yet reject his Love? 


Why, when a happy Mother, Queen and Widow ; : 
Why did ſhe wed old Theſens ? While his Son, 
The brave Hippolitus, with equal Youth, 


Apd equal Beauty might have fil her Arms. | | ; 


"Lye. Hippolitus, (in diſtant Seychia born, 


The warlike Amazon, Camilla Son,) 


Till our Queen's Marriage, was unknown to chene; 'B 


And ſure the Queen cou'd wiſk him till unknown: 
She loaths, deteſts him, flys his hated Preſence, . 


And ſhrinks and trembles at his very Name.” 
Crat. Well may ſhe hate the Prince the needs mul 
Het may diſpute the Crown yith Phedre's Son. 


Fa... 
«6.8 


1 kes 


ad 


He's 


NE” 


| Papas a Hiprorrrvs: 2 Mk 


. He's brave, he's fiery, youthful and belov'd de 


His Courage charms the Men, his Form the Women; 
His very Sports are War. 


Tyr. O! he's all Hero, feots th' b Eaſe 


Of lazy Crete, deligtits to ſhine in Arms, 


To wield the Sword, and launch che pointed Spear ; 


To tame the gen'rous Horſe, that nobly wild 
Neighs on the Hills, and dares the angry Lion ; 


To join the ſtruggling Courſers to his Chariot, 


To make their ſtubborn Necks the Rein obey, 
Ta turn; to ſtop, or ſtretch along the Plain. 


Now the Queen's ſick, there's Danger in his Courage. — 


Be ready with your Guards. ! fear NRippolitus. Exit Crat. 
Fear him! for what? poor ſilly virtuous Wretch, 


Affecting Glory, and contemning Pow'r : 
Warm without Pride, without Ambition brave ; - 


A ſenceleſs Hero, fit to be a To ; Wee 
To thoſe whoſe Godlike Souls are turn'd for Empite. 
| An'open honeft Fool, that loves and hates, 


And yet more Fool to own it. He hates Flatterers, | 


| He hates me too; weak Boy, to make a Foe 
Where he might have a Slave. I hate him tod, 


But cringe, and flatter, fawn, adore, yet hate him. 


#2 Let the ng: live or die, the Prince muſt fall.” 


Enter Iſmena. 


What | till edi on the Queen, Winner | 
O charming Virgin! O exalted! Virtue! | 
Can ſtill your Goodneſs conquer all your Wrong * 


Are you not robb'd of your Athenian Crown 0 
Was not your Royal Father Pallas ſlain, 
And all his wretched Race by conqu' ring Theſeust 


Aud do Fu Rl watch 0 oy Conſort * 5 
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4 PNA DRA and HrieeoLITvs. 


And till repay fuch Cruelty with Love? | 
Im. Let them be cruel that delight in Miſchief, 
I'm of a ſofter Mould, poor Phedra's Sorrows _ 


| Pierce thro' my yielding Heart and wound my Soul. 


Tyc. Now thrice the riſing Sun has chear'd the World, 
Since ſhe renew'd her Strength with due Refrethment ; 
Thrice has the Night brought Eaſe to Man, to Beaſt, 
Since wretched Phedra clos'd her ſtreaming res: 3. 
She flies all Reſt, all neceſſary Food, 


Reſoly'd to die, nor capable to live. 
Iſm. But now her Grief has wrought her i into Frenzy; 


The Images her troubled Fancy forms 


Are incoherent, wild; her Words disjointed:: 


Sometimes the'raves.for Muſick, Light and Air, 


Nor Air, nor Light, nor Muſick calm her Pains; 


Then with extatick Strength ſhe ſprings aloft, - 
And moves and bounds with Vigour not her own. _ 
Lyc. Then Life is on the Wing, then moſt ſhe ſinks - 
When moſt ſhe ſeems reviv'd. . Like boiling Water, . 
That foams and hiſſes o'er the crackling Wood, 
And bubbles to the. brim ; 3 ev'n then mo waſting, 
When moſt it ſwells. ; | 4x, 
„ . My Lord, now 1 your An, 1 
Her Wild Diſorder may; diſcloſe the Secret 
Her cooler Senſe conceal'd ; the Pythian Goddels 
ls dumb and ſullen, till with Fury fill dd 
She ſpreads, ſhe riſes, growing to the ſight, _ | 
She ſtares, ſhe foams, ſhe raves ; the awful Secrets 7 
Burſt from her Wendling Ia. and eaſe. the. _—_ d | 
Maid. - 5 1 | 
Bt Phadra comes, e Gods, bow pale, how arenk 
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Paas and HroyorL.TVs. 7 


Enter Phardra and Attendants. 770 


| Phed. 1 S Nains, day, TI _ my weary Steps; 
My Strength forſakes me, and my dazled Eyes 
Ake with the flaſhing Light, my looſen d Knees 
Sink under their dull W eight, en me, Lycon. 

Alas 11 faint. 
| | Lyc. Aﬀord her Eaſe, kind Heavy n! 

: Phed. Why blaze theſe Jewels round me wretched 
wo - © of | 

Why all this labour'd Elegance of Dreſs, - 

Why flow theſe wanton Curls in artful Rings ? 

Take, ſnatch em hence, Alas! you all conſpire 

To heap new Sorrows on my tortur'd Soul : 

Al, all conſpire to make your Queen unhappy. 

1/m, This you requir'd, and to the pleaſing Taſk 
Call d your officious Maids, and urg d their Art; 
You bid em lead you from yon hideous Darkneſs. _. 
To the glad cheating Day, yet now ITO ir, Mes 
And hate the Light you ſought. 
| .._ Phed. Oh! my Lycon J 

ON! fow I long to lay my weary Head . 

On tender flow'ry Beds and ſpringing Graſs,, 

To ſtretch my Limbs beneath the e Shades 
of Yenerable Oaks, to flake my Thirſt - . 
With the cool Nectar of refreſhing Springs. 

Tyc. I'll ſooth her Frenzy, Come, Phedra, let's away, 
| Let's to the Woods, and Lawns, and Limpid Streams. 
Pad. Come, let's away, and thou moſt bright Piana, 
Goddeſs of Woods, immortal, chaſte Piana, 
Goddeſs prefiding o'er the rapid Race,' * 


_ mes. 0 place me in the To; Ring, ES, 
7p * Where 
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Where youthful Charkitcers contend for * 1 
See how they mount and ſhake the flowing Reins, 
See from the Goal the fiery Courſers bound, | 
Now they ſtrain panting v up the ſteepy Hill, 
Now ſweep along its top, now neigh along the Vale; "= 
How the Car rattles, how its kindling Wheels 
| Smoak in the Whirl! The circling Send aſcends," 
And in the noble Duſt the Chariot $ loſt * 6.3 0 
Type. Wnt Madam! | | : 
 Phad. Ah! my Zycon? a La faid 12 
Where was I hurry d. by my roying Fancy ? ? 
My languid Eyes are wet with ſudden Tears, A # 175 
And on my Face unbidden Bluſhes glo c. 
ye. Bluſh then, but bluſh for your decruelle sllebee, 55 
That tears your Soul, and weighs you down to Death; 
Oh! ſhou d you die (ye Pow's forbid her Death) 
Who then wou'd thickd from Wrobgs your helpleſs < Or- 
phan? * d 4 120111 FY hk bo ke 
O! he might Wander. hadi 428 Son: light 2 4 1 
A naked Suppliant thro the World for Aid: 
Then he may cry, invoke his Mother's Name: 
He may be doom d to Chains, to Shame, to Death, 
While proud Hippolitus ſhall mount Als Throne, 
Phad. OHeav 8 5 
Tyc. Ha, Phaara, are you touch d at this? 
Phad. Unhappy Wretch! 1 Nan Was that you 
ſpoke? _ 
Tye. And does his Name provoke your jut Reſent- 
ments? 
Then let it raiſe your Fer, 28 well as Rage: | = 
gps how you Ae His 5 his Father wrong N 
a | 
= N how you grove him hence a wanting Exile | 
= To 
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— and HiproLaTvs. 1 


To diſtant Climes, then think what certain Vengeance 
His Rage may wreak on your unhappy Orphan: 
For his Sake then renew your drooping Spirits, 
Feed with new Oil the waſting Lamp of Life, 
That winks and trembles, now, juſt now eins: 
Make haſte, preſerve your Life: 
__-. Phed. Alas! too long, 
Too loig have I preſerv'd. that guilty Life. 
_ Iy6 Gullty ! what Guilt, has e bas horrid Mur- 
ther | 
Imbru d your Hands? 3 
©. | Phad. Alas, my Hands are gail 1 
But Oh my Heart's defitd. „ 
ve ſaid too · much, forbear the reſt, my Lycon,. 
And let me die to ſave the black Confeſſion. 
Ty. Die then, but not alone; old faithful Tyeon 
Shall be a Victim to your cruel Silence. 
Will you not tell? Oh lovely, wretched Queen! 
Dy all the Cares of your firſt infant Years, - | 
By all the Love, and Faith, and Zeal I've ſhew'd you; 
Tell me your Griefs, unfold your hidden Sorrows, 
And teach your Tycon how to bring you Comfort. 
Phed. What ſhall 1 ſay, malicious cruel Pow' 1s 257 
0 where ſhall I begin! O cruel Venus! _ = 
How fatal Love has been to all our Race! 
Tuyc. Forget it, Madam, let it die in Silence. 
Phad. O Ariadne! O unhappy Siſter! 7 
Lye. Ceaſe to record your Siſter's Grief and Shame:. 
Phed, And ſince the cruel] God of Love requires it, 
I fall the laſt, and moſt undone of all. | 
Tye. Do you then love ? PE 3 
| | _ Phed. Alas, I groan beneath _ 5 f 
The Pain, the Guilt, the r of impious Love. 1 
4 ye. | 


w 


= * 


" FA l and HiproLrrvs. 


| Tye. Forbid it Heaven! | | 
Phed. Do not upbraid me, men 
I love Aas! I ſhudder at the Name; - ir” --* 
My Blood runs backward, and my fault'ring Tongue 
Sticks at the Sound. I love. O righteous Heav' n! 
Why was I born with ſuch a Senſe of Virtue, | © 
So great Abhorrence of the ſmalleſt Crime, 
And yet a Slave to ſuch impetuous Guilt ? 
Rain on me, Gods, your Plagues, your ſharpeſt Tor- 
| tures, LS 
Afflict my Soul with any thing but Guile, . 


I'll to the Woods among me happier Brutes: 
Come, let's away, hark the ſhrill Horn reſounds, 


The Jolly Huntſmens Cries rend the wide Heav'ns : 
Come, o'er the Hills purſue the bounding Stagg, 
Come chaſe the Lion and the foamy Boar, 
Come rouſe up all the Monſters of the Wood, 
For there, ev'n there, Hippolitus vi Saar me. 
Lye. Hippolitus : ! | wo 
Phed. Who's he that names Hippolitus: 


Ah! I'm betray” d, and all my Guilt diſcover'd. | 
Oh! give me Poiſon, Swords, I'll not live, not bear tz 


| 11 ſtop my Breath. 
ſw, I'm loft, but what” $ that Loſs! 


Eippolitus is loſt, or loſt to me: 

Yet ſhou'd her Charms prevail upon his Soul, 

Shou'd he be falſe, I wou'd not wiſh him ill, 

With my laſt parting Breath I'd bleſs my Lord; _ 
Then in ſome lonely deſart Place expire, DE 

' Whence my unhappy Death ſhall never reach TOY > 

Leſti it ſhou' d wolhd his Peace, o or r damp] his Joys. [Aſide. 5 


© x | Think 


KRoſe high upon his Back; at Me he made, 


PRAÆDnA and Hippo rrus. 9 | 


Lyc. Think ſtill the Secret in your Royal Breaft, 
For by the awful Majeſty of Jove, OI 
Dy the All-ſeeing Sun, by righteous Fe 
By all your kindred, Gods we ſwear, O Hh dra, 
Safe as our Lives we'll keep the fatal Secret. 
Iſm. r. We ſwear, all ſwear to keep it ever ſecret.- 
Phed. Keep it! from whom? why it's already known 
| The Tale, the Whiſper of the babling Vulgar : 
Ohl! can you keep it from your ſelves, unknow it ?. 
Or do you think I'm ſo far gone in Guilt, | 
That Lean ſee, can bear the Looks, the Eyes 
Of one who knows:my black deteſted Crimes, - 
Of one who knows that Phadra loves her Son? 
Tyc. Unhappy Queen! auguſt, unhappy es * 
Oh! why did Theſexs touch this fatal Shore 2: 
Why did he fave us from Nirander's Arms, 
To bring worſe Ruin on us by his Love? | 
 -. Phadi His Love indeed; for that unhappy Hour, . 
* which the Prieſts join'd Theſeuss Hand to mine, 
Shew'd the young Scythian to my dazled Eyes. . 
Gods! how I ſhook ! what boiling Heat mflam'd . * 
My panting Breaſt-! how from the Touch of Theſes: / 
My ſlack Hand dropt, and alb the idle Pomp: 
Prieſts, Altars, Victims ſwam before my Sight! 
The God of Love, ev'n the whole God, rage me. 
| Os At aer, at irn poſſeſt you! +: FA 
| | pPhad. Yes, at firſt, k 
That fatal Ev ning. Wwe. /£.purſy'd the G - 5 
When from behind the Wood with ruſtling Sound) 
A monſtrous Boar. ruſht/forth ; his baleful Eyes 
Shot glaring Fire, and his ſtiff pointed Briſtles 


A qt his Tuſts, and SEE hideous Foam; 2 
b e B 8 . Then 


| Burnt Clouds of Incenſe on your loaded Alt 


2 - buena ad Eros. 


Then, then Hippolitus flew in to aid me: 
Collecting all himſelf, and riſing to the " "ni TR 

He launch'd the whiſtling Spear; the well am d Jar'in | 
Pierc d his tough Hide, and quiver'd in his Heart; ; 
The Monſter fell, and gnaſhing with' huge Tuſks 
. Plow'd up the Crimſon Earth. But then Hippolitus, 
Gods! ho- eee ee dee eee 

e r ie GUNN n i 
When hot and 0 from the age Conquet, 0 

Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus ld vel ' 1 

His kindling Cheeks with Purple Beauties ae, 

His lovely, ſparkling Eyes ſhot Martial Fires, — 
Oh Godlike Form! Oh Extaſie and Tranſport! 
Ny — Kort e kan ſprang » 
| war 113 n A 
And leap'd and n ee eee ca? 4 
Alas, I'm pleas' d, the horrid Story: charms me. 
No more. That Night with Frar and Love ſick n d. 
Oft I xeceiv'd-his fatal charming Viſit s 
Then wou'd he talk with fuck: an heav'nly _ 4d 
Look with ſuch dear Compaſſion on my Pains, / 
That I cou'd wiſh to be ſo fick for ever. vt I 
My Ears, my greedy: Eyes, my thirty; Soul, 

Drank gorging in the dear delicious Poiſon. 

Till I was loſt, quite loſt in impious Love:: 

And ſhall I drag an execrable Liſe: 

And ſhall I hoard. up Guilt, and treaſure Me 2 

Tyc. No; labour, ſtrive, ſubdue chat Guilt and live. 
©. Phed:: Did I not labour, ſtrive, All- ſeeing een 
Did I not weep and pray, implore ROC _— A 

Oh! I call'd, Heav'n Tt Aflidance,! 
All the ambitious Thirſt of Fame and Empire, # 


And all the honeft Pride of conſcious Virtue : 
1 ſtruggl'd, rav'd ; the new-born Paſſion reign 'd 
map in its Birth, _ | 
Ty. Did you cer uy 
To Bain his Love. | 


No, to avoid his Love I ſought his Hatred; _ 

. TI wrong'd him, ſnunn' d him, baniſh'd him from S 
I ſent him, drove him from my longing Sight: ü 

In vain I drove him, for his Tyrant Form 5 
Reign d in my Heart, and dwelt before my 7 
If to the Gods I ptay d, the very Vows 
I made to Heav'n, were by my erring Tongue 
Spoke to Hippolitus. If I try'd to ſleep, 7 

Straight to my drowzy Eyes my reſtleſs Fancy 
Brought back his, fatal Form, and curſt my Slumber. 

Lyc. Firſt let me try to melt him into Love. 
 Phad. No; did his hapleſs Paſſion * mine, 

I wou'd refuſe the Bliſs I moſt deſir d, Ts 
Conſult my Fame and facrifice my Life. MP”. 
Ves, I wou'd die, Heaven knows, this very Moment, 
| Rather than wrong my Lord, my Huſband Theſews. 


Lyc. Perhaps that Lord, that Huſband is no more; i 


He went from Crete in haſte, his Army thin, 
To meet the numerous Troops of fierce Moloſſians;- 
Vet tho' he lives, while ebbing Life decays, 
Tan on your Son. 
Pbad. Alas, that ſhocks * 
, let me « iu my young one, let me ſnatcli | 
A haſty Farewel, a laſt dying Riis. 
Yet ſtay, his Sight will melt my juſt Refolves ;: N 
But oh! I beg "tons haſt allying Breath; 


| Ray: Babe. 


PnxDnA and HinOLTruvs. ft 


Phad. Avert ſuch Crimes, ye Pow' ro S 
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3 ſinger. 


„  Mef. Madam, I grieve to tell . 
What you muſt know; — Your Royal Huſband' 8 dead. 
Pbad. Dead! oh ye Pow'rs! 

e fortunate Werd 
Then Eat Pom Tycon may aſcend the Throne, 
Leave to his happy Son the Crown of Jove, 
And be ador'd like him. [afar] Mourn, mourn, ve | 
SET +, | "a 
Since Bis dend Whoſe Valour fav'd your Ile, 
Whoſe prudent Care with flowing Plenty crown d 
Hlis peaceful Subjects; as your tow'ring 1d © | 
With ſpreading Oaks, and with deſcending Streams, | 
Shades-and enriches all the Plains below. 9 5 


\. Say, how he dy d. Ss 1 


6 | Meſſ. He dy d as The onght, 
In Battel ay 4: "Philoras, now a Priſoner, 
That ruſhing on fought next his Royal Perfon, © 
That faw. his thund'ring Arm beat Fauadrons down, 
Saw the great Rival of Alcides fall: 
Theſe Eyes beheld his well-known Steed, beheld 
A proud Barbarian glitt ring in his Arms, 8 
Encumber d with the Spoil. 
P)had. Is he then dead! . 

Is my much injur d Lord, my Theſeus, dead)? 
And don't I ſhed one Tear. upon his Urn? 
What! not a Sigh, a Groan, a ſoft Complaint? 5 
Ahl! theſe are Tributes, due from pious . qe 

From a chaſte. Matron, and a virtuous Wife: 
But ſavage Love, the Tyrant. of my Heart, 
Claims all oY e and uſurps my Grief. 


he 33 * Dinnis 
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'PHADRA ond Hiprorreus. 13 
Tye. Diſmiſs that Grief and give a Looſe to Joy : 
He's dead, the Bar of all your Bliſs is dead; _ 

Live then, my Queen, forget the wrinkled Theſeur, 
And take the youthful Hero to your Arm. 
Phed. I dare not now admit of ſuch a Thought, 
And bleſs d be Heav'n that ſteel'd my ſtubborn Heart, 

That made me ſhun the bridal Bed of Theſeus, 
And give him Empire, but refuſe him Love. | 
| Lye. Then may his happier Son be bleſs d with | 


3 


Then rouze your Soul, SE” muſter all * ood ag . 2 


Sooth his ambitious Mind with Thirſt of Empire, 
And all his tender Thoughts with ſoft Allurements. 
phad. But ſhou d the Youth refuſe e 3 d 
. Love i: | 
O ſhou'd he throw me from his bake Hows |. 
I fear the Trial; for I know Hippolituus 
Fierce in the- Right, and obſtinately Good: 
When round beſet, his Virtue, like a Flood, 
Breaks with reſiſtleſs Force th oppoſing Dams, 
And bears the Mounds along; they're hurry'd on, 
And ſwell the Torrent they were rais'd to ſtop. 
I dare not yet reſolve,, TI try to hve, 5 
And to the awful: Gods 141 leave the reſt. 175 
Tyc. Madam, your e that your Slave TO 
order 
What's moſt expedient for your Royal Service. 
| Phad. Take it, and with it take the Fate of Phedra : 
And thou, O Venus, aid a ſuppliant Queen, 
That owns thy Triumphs, and adores thy Pow' r; 
O ſpare thy Captives, and ſubdue thy Foes. 
On this cold Scythian let thy Pow'r be known, 


And in a Lover's Cauſe aſſert thy own; 


I Puzpn md Hrrrorrrus. 
Then Crete as Paphos ſhall adore thy Shrine; 
This Nurſe of Jove with grateful Fires ſhall ſhine, 
And with Bar Father's Flames ſhall worſhip thine. 
| Exit Phæd. &c. 


Lyton ſolus. 

1. dle e Love, why then as ſurely 
His haughty Soul refufes it with Seon 
Say I. confine him If ſhe dies he's Safe;; 
And if ſhe lives, IH work ker raging Mind. 3 
A Woman ſcorn'd with Eaſe I'll work to Vengeance: = 
With humble, fawning, wiſe, obſequious Art. 

FIl rule the Whirl and Tranſport of her Soul; 

Fhen what wer: Reafon ey): our” _ my 40. 


When Barks aide Kg thro as 1 Main, | 
The baſſtd Pilots turn the Helms in van; 


wen driv'n by Winds they cut the foamy way, 
| The. Rudder: govern, and 'the Ships oben. E. 


- ir End of the Bi 41. 


4er II. 


Enter mein, Lycon, and Imena, ny ag; 


Ae Aa de Winde Hippelitus n 


dra's now thy Soul? 
What=—<<Shall I ſpeak ? And ſhall my guilty Tongue. 
Let this inſulting Victor know his Pow'r? _ 
Or ſhall I ſtill confine within my Breaſt ..- 


My reſtleſs Paſſions and devouring Flames? 


But ſee he comes, the lovely Tyrant comes. 
He ruſhes on me like a Blaze of Light. 
I cannot bear the Tranſport: of his Preſence, 


| ee e Was. et 8 


Enter Hppolin, 1 
Hip. Immortal: Gods! 


What hs I done to raiſe ſuch ſtrange Abhorrence 5 : : | 


What have I done to ſhake her ſhrinking Nature 
With my Approach, and kill her with my fight ? © . 
Tuc. Alas, another Grief devours her Soul, 

And only your Aſſiſtance can relieve her. 


Hip. Hah! Make it known, that I may fly andaidher, 

Tyc. But promiſe firſt, my Lord, to keep it ſecret. 

Hip. Promiſe? Iſwear, on this good Sword I PUR, | 
This Sword, which firſt gain d youthful Theſews Honour; 


Wich oft has puniſh'd Perjury and Fallhood; 
By hund ring Jove, by Grecian Hercules, 
| 175 we ä of Godlike — 


Pfad Admit him: Where, where Phe 
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16 PDR and Hrrrolrxus. 
That ſhine around, and conſecrate the Steel ; 
No Racks, no ſhame Jhal eyer force i it from me. 
_ Phad. Hippolitus + . | 
Hip. Yes, 'tis chat Wretch ho begs you to „n 
This hated Object from your Eyes for eve. 
Begs leave to march againſt the Foes. of Theſeus, 
And to n or ſhare his Father's Fate. > WW. 
. Phad. Oh, Hippalitus ! : 
"I own Ive wing d you, moſt unjuſtly wrong 'dyou, 
Drove you from Court, from . and from nf Fa 
er 25 
The Court, all Ces; deplor d 3 fi uffering Hero, 
And I (the ſad Occaſion) moſt of all. 
| Yet could-you know relenting Pheara' 8. Soul, 
Oh could you think with what reluctant Grief 
I wrong'd the Hero, whom I wiſh'd to: cheriſh *. 
Oh! you d confeſs me wretched, not unkind, 
And own thoſe Ills did moſt deſerve your Pity, 
Which moſt PO CPE Hate. 
| . My Hate to Phedra ? 
| Ha! could IThate the Royal ba wo of Theſis, 
My Queen, my Mother? nab i 
© Phad; Why your Queen and Mother; 2 
More humble Titles ſuſt my loſt Condition. 
Alas! the Iron Hand of Death is on me, ; h 
And I have only time t implore your Pardon. v 
Ah l would my Lord forget injurious Phedra, * . 
And with Compaſſion view her. helpleſs rde 1. 
Would he receive him to his dear Protection, 5 
Defend his Youth from all encroaching Foes: bs | 
Hip. Oh, I'll defend kim! with my Life * 
Heav'ns dart your Judgments: on this faithlels Head, 
| = _ t pay him wy a Slave 8. Obedience, - bd l vl 
And. 


— 


niſs 


Preceding and Hirorarvs, 2 


And all : a Father's Love. — | 
phæd. A Father's Love! 2 
Oh Jonbtfal Sounds! oh vain.deceitful Hopes ! 


My Grief's much eas'd by this tranſcending Goodneſs, 


And Theſes Death. ſits lighter on my Sou: 

Death? He s hot dead! he lives, he breaths, he ſpeaks, 

He lives in you, he's preſent to my Eyes, 

I ſee him, ſpeak to him. My Heart! I rave 

And all my Folly's known. 
Fi. Oh. . glorious Folly! 


| See The ſeus, ſee, how much. your Phedra loy'd you. 


phæd. Love him, indeed! dote, languiſh, dye for him, 


| Forſake my Food, my Sleep, all Joys for Theſeus, 
But not that Hoary venerable Theſeus,, 


But Theſeus, as he was, when mantling Blood, 


. Glow'd in his lovely Cheeks; when his bright Eyes 


Sparkl'd with youthful Fires; when ev'ry Grace 
Shone in the Father, which now crowns the Son; $+: 
When Theſeus was Hippolitus. - 

Hip. Ha! Amazement Arikes me! 


Where will this end ? | 
_ Lyc. Is't difficult © > gueſs ? 


Does not her flying Paleneſs that but now 


Sat cold and languid in her fading Cheek, 
(Where now ſucceeds a momentary Luſtre,) 


Does not her beating Heart, her trembling Limbs, 


Her wiſhing Looks, her Speech, her preſent Silence, 
All, all proclaim Imperial Phedra loves you. 

Hip. What do! hear? What, does no lightning Flaſh, 
No Thunder bellow, when ſuch monſtrous Crimes, 
Are own'd, avow'd, confeſt ? All-ſeeing Sun! 


| Hide, hide in ſhameful Night, thy beamy Head, | 


And ceaſe to view the Horrors of FO Race. ge x - 
| Alas*.. 
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s * 


Alas ! I ſhare th amazing Guilt ; theſe Eyes, 
That firſt inſpir d the black inceſtuous Flame, 
Theſe Ears, that heard the Tale of impious Love, 
Are all aecurſt, and all deſerve your Thunder. 

Phad. Alas, my Lord! Believe me nat ſo vile. 


No: By thy Goddefs, by the chaſte Diana, 


None but my firft, my much loy'd Lord Arſamnes,. 


Was cer receivd in theſe unhappy Arms. 


No! For the Love of thee, of thoſe dear Charms, N 


Which now I ſee are doom'd to be my Ruin, 
I ſtil deny'd my Lord, my Huſband Theſeus, 


The chaſte, the modeſt Joys of ſpotleſs Marriage ; ; 
That drove him hence to War, to ſtormy Seas, 
To Rocks and Waves lefs cruel than his Phædra. 


Hip. If that drove Theſes hence, then that kil'd 


 Thefſers, 


And cue Pure cher Huſband Theſis.” 


_ Phed. Forbear, raſh Youth, nor date to wu my 
Vengeance; 


Fou need not urge, nor tempt my ſwelling Rage 


With black Reproaches, Scorn and Provocation, 
To do a Deed my Reaſon would abhor. 


Long has the Secret ſtruggled in my Breaſt, 
Long has it rack d and rent my tortur' d Boſom ;. 
But now 'tis out. Shame, Rage, Confuſion tear 


And drive me on to act uheard-of Crimes, 
To murther thee, my ſelf, and all that know it. 


As when Convulſions cleave the lab'ring Earth, 


Before the diſmal Lawn appears, the Ground 
Trembles and heaves, the nodding Houſes craſh ; 
He's ſafe, who from the dreadful Warning flics, 


But he that ſees its . Boſorn, dies. Lei. 


* WHY 


Bip 


I's 


ny 


fo 


Hip. Then let me take the Warning and retire ; 
d rather truſt the rough Ionian Waves, 
| han Woman's fiercer Rage. 
{iſmena foie her ſets, ling 
Tuc. Alas! my Lond. 
You wa not leave the Queen to her Deſpair, 


Then, Sir, forbear, and view this Royal Signet, 
And 1 in her faithful Slave wy — 85 


With that Reſpect, it may not 1 is, | 
But r meant for Honour. 
. So, Ge is 
The Honour Crete 'beſtows on Bheſeus Son. 
Am I confin'd 2 And ist ſo foon forgot, 


When fierce Procruſies Arms o'er-ran your Kingdom 2 d 
When your Streets echo'd with the Cries of Orphans, © 
Your fhrieking Maids clung round the hallow'd my | 


When all your Palaces and lofty Towers 

Smoak'd on the Earth, when the red Sky around 
Giow'd with your City's Flames (a dreadful Luſtre): 
Then, then my Father flew to your Aſſiſtance; 


Then Theſeus lay d your Lives, Eſtates and Honours, 


And do you thus reward the Hero's Tol? 
And do you now confine the Hero's Son? 

Tyc. Take not an eaſie ſhort Confinement in, 
Which your own Safety and the Queen's requires; 


But fear not ought from one that joys to ſerve you. 


Hip. O, I diſdain thee, Traitor, but not fear thee, - 
Nor will I hear of Services from Tycon. 


PruaDpRA and HieroLITVs. | 19 


Hip. Muſt not? From thee? From that vile upſtart Tycon, 1 
Lyc. Yes: From that Tycon who derives his Greatneſs 
From Phegra's Race, and now would guard her Life. 


[ Enter Guards 
6 watch the Frans but * that awful Diſtance, | 
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20 PH DRA and HippoLrrus. 


Thy very Looks are Lies, eternal Falſhood | ; 
Smiles in thy Lips and, flatters-in thy Eyes ; 
Ev'n in thy humble Face I read my Ruin l 


In ev'ty cringing Bow and fawning Smile : 


Why elſe, d'you whiſper out your dark ons. zin 
Why with malignant Elogies encreaſe Eh 
The Peoples Fears, and praiſe me to my Ruin? 
Why through the troubl'd Streets of frighted Gnoſſus 
Do Bucklers, Helms and poliſh'd Armor blare? 
Why ſounds the dreadful Din of inftant ON . 
au ſtill the Foe's unknown. /:! 
„ er, thy Arts. 
Put off the Stateſman and reſume the Judge. [4 de 
Thou Proteus, ſhift thy various Forms no more, 
But boldly own . God. ——That Foe's too near. FT 
| [o Hip, 


The Queens Diſeaſe 4 your Airing Mind 


Diſturb all Crete, and give a'Looſe:to War. 
Hip. Gods! Dares he ſpeak thus to a Monarch's Son? 


And muſt this Earth-born Slave command in Crete? 


Was it for this my God-like Father fought 2 _ 0 
Did Theſeus bleed for Lycon? O ye Cret ans, i." BN 
R 


See there your King, the Succeſſor pl ſs 


And Heir of 2. 5 0 
| Tuyc. You may as SR beat | 


| D 
That Jove you bn as this Slave . Aer a 7 
| Go ſeize Alcmaon; Nicias, and all ; 36S x 7 1 

f 


The black Abettors of his impious — 

Now o'er thy Head th'; avenging Thunder rails: 

For know on me depends thy inſtant Doom. = \ 
Then learn- (Proud Prince) to bend thy haughty Soul, WW 
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Hip.. Then free from Fear or Guilt I'll wait my Doom: 


hat e' er's my Fault, no ſtain ſhall blot my Glory. 
U guard my Honour, you diſpoſe my Life; 
T7 Ex. Lyc. 4 Crate 
4 ice he dares bmw my Rage, the Danger's near. - 
Ehe timorous Hounds that hunt the generous Lyon 
Bay afar off, and tremble in purſuit ; | 
ut when he ſtruggles in th'-entangling Toils, 


[Iſm.- Enters. 


With al your Chonins to viſit my Diſtreſs; 
Soften my Chains, and make Confinement eaſie. 
Is it then giv'n me to behold thy Beauties! 

hoſe bluſhing Sweets, thoſe lovely loving Eyes! 


o preſs, to ſtrain thee to my beating Heart, , 
\nd grow thus to my Love ! What's Liberty to this? 


4/16; 


reedom and Fame, and in the dear Confinement 


Encloſe me thus for ever. 

255 Im. O Hippolitus "# 
0 I could ever dwell in this Conſinement! 
Nor wiſh for ought. while I behold my Lord ; 
But yet that Wiſh, that only Wiſh is vain, 
when my hard Fate thus forces me to beg you, 
© Drire from your God-like Soul a wretched Maid 
Take to your Arms (aſſiſt me Heaven to ſpeak 90 
Take to your Arms Imperial ee, 0 
And think of n me no more. 

£5324] uf Hip. Not think of thee ? 
What ! Part, 45 terpait ? Unkind 1/mens : 
Oh41ictan you think that Death is half ſo dreadful, 
As it would be to live, and live without thee ? 
Say, ſhould T quit thee, ſhould I turn to Phædra, 


Inſult the dying "Oy: — 'Tis kindly done, Tons, | 
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Say, could'ſt thou Bear it? Could thy tender Soul 


% 


PRHRDRA and Hrprorrrus. 


Endure the Torment of deſpairing Love, 


And ſee me ſettled in 2 Rivas Arms? 


In. Think not of me: Perhaps my oat mind 
May learn to bear the Fate the Gods allot me. 


Vet would you hear me; could your low d nen 


With all her Charms o er- rule your ſulleu Honour, 


Vou yet might live, nor leave che poor 1/7era, 


Hip. Speak, if Lean, I'm ready to obey. 
1 > | 
Hip. No more. N Soul diſdaint it 
No, ſhould 1 try, my haughty Soul would ſwell; 
Sharpen each Word, and threaten in my Eyes. 


| O! chou I ftoop to cringe, to lye, forſwear? 
Dteſerve the Ruin which 1 ſtrive to ſhun? By 


In. O, I can't bear this cold Contempt of pen 
This rigid Vertue, that prefers your Glory 


To Liberty or Life, O cruel Man! 


By theſe ſad Sighs, by theſe poor ſtreaming Eyes, 


By that dear Love that makes us now unhappy, 
By the near Danger of that precious Life, 


Heav'n knows I value much above my own. 


5 What ! Not yer mov'd'? Areyouteſolv'd on Den! 


Then, Cet tis Night"I'fwear by all the Poiv'rs: - 

This Steel [ſhall end my Fears and Life together. 
Hp. You chan't be truſted with à Life fo preriou 
No, to the Court II publiſm your Deſign; 
Ev 'n bloody Lycoz will prevent your Fate: 


Lycon ſhall wrench the Dagger from your Boſom, 1 
And raving Pbæura will preſerve: nend. 


I/m. Phedra! Come on, I' lead yon on to Phutr 


u tel her all the Secrets of our Loves || 
35 Give to her. Rage: her doſe del eu. 
1 He 


* 


Her Rival. * e mill fil, hon Lien may _ you 

Come ſee me labour in the Pangs of Death, 

My agonizing Limbs, my dying Eyes, 

Dying, yet fixt in Death on my Hippolitus. 
Hip. What's your Deſign? Ye Pow'rs! What means 

my Love? | 

Iſm. She means to lead you in the 1571 of Fate; ; 

She means to dye with one ſhe cant preſerve. 

Vet when you ſee me pale upon the Earth, 


This once lov'd Form grown horrible in Death, 


Iins it 


zath 


And dye well -pleas d J made the Heroe happy. 


Sure your relenting Soul would wiſh yon d ſavd me 
Hip. Oh! III do all, do any thing to fave you, 
Give up my Fame and all my darling Honour: 
III run, I'll fly; what you'll command I'M ſay. | 
1/m. Say, what Occaſion, Chance, or Heavn inſpires; 
Say, that you love her, that you lov d her: long; 
Say, that you H wed her, ſay that you comply; | 
Say, to preſerve your Life, ſay: any thing. 
Bleſs him, ye Pow'rs! And if it be 2 Crime, [Exit Hip. 
Oh! if the pious Fraud offend your Juſtice, | 
Aim all your Vengeance on 1/mena's Head; ; 
_ Iſmena, but forgive Hippolires: | 
He's gone, and now my brave. Reſolves are ſtagger 4. 
Now I repent, like ſome deſpairing Wretch 
That boldly plunges in the frightful Deep, „ 
Then pants, and ſtruggles with the whirling "ig HL 
And catches every flender Reed to fave him. 1 
* But ſhould he do what your CIS en- 


yn'd him, 


Says ould he. wed nerk 


Iſn. 1 wed the Queen ! ! 
Oh ! Ta remember that 'twas my Requeſt, - - 
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88 PHÆDRA and Hiprolrruvs. 


Cho. Dye! Does 1/mena then reſolve to dye? 
1/m. Can I then live? Can I, who lov'd ſo 70 | 


To part with all my Bliſs to ſave my Lover? 


Oh! can I drag a wretched. Life without him, 5 


And ſee another revel in his rm? 
Oh! tis in Deaths alone Ican have Comfort * 


5 2A Enter Leon. 5 
Lyc. What e is this ? Perfidious "00H 


1s this thy; Truth? Is this thy boaſted Honour? 
Then all are Rogues alike: I never. thought 


But one Man honeſt, and that one en me. 22 i de 


Iſmena here 


Tis all agreed, A me Prince i is 7 
From the ſure Vengeance of deſpairing Love. 


Now Phadra's Rage is chang'd to ſoft Endearments, 


She doats, ſhe dyes ;/ and few, but tedious Days, 
With endleſs Joys will crown the happy Pair. 


31 1m. Does Hs then weld the Quark! i P: 


Tyc. At leaſt I think fo. 


. J, when the Prince approach d, not far retir d 


Pale with my Doubts: He ſpoke ; th attentive Queen | 
Dwelt on his Accents, and her gloomy Eyes 
Sparkled with gentler Fires: He bluſhing bow d, 


Tb She-trembling,'-l6f in Love, with ſoft Sen 
TS, Receiv'd his Paſſion and return d her own: : 
hben ſmiling turn'd to me, and bid me order 


The pompous Rites of her enſuing Nuptials; ' - 

Which I muſt now purſue. Farewel, 1/mena. Exit. 
I/m, Then T'll retire, and not diſturb their Joys. h 
Cho. wits ang learn more. 


In. » Abt hear hol Tay 


des 
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What ! Shall I ſtay to rave, tupraid, to hold him? 


To ſnatch the ſtruggling Charmer from her Arms? 


For could you think That open gen'rous Youth 
Could with feign'd Love deceive a jealous Woman ? 


Could he ſo ſoon grow artful in diſſembling? 


Ah! Without doubt his Thoughts inſpired his SR" 
And all his Soul receiv'd a real Love. ä 5 
Perhaps new Graces darted from her Eyes, 


Perhaps ſoft Pity charm' d his yielding Soul, 


Perhaps her Love, perhaps her Kingdom charm'd him; ; 
Perhaps—Alas! how many things might, charm him ! 


Cho. Wait the Succeſs : It is not yet decided. 
I/m. Not yet decided! Did not TLycon tell us 
How he proteſted, ſigh'd, and look'd, and e 

How the ſoft Paſſion languiſh'd in his Eyes? 

Ves, yes, he loves, he doats on Phædra's Charms. 
Now, now he claſps her to his panting Breaſt, | 
Now he devours her with his eager Eye: 


Now graſps her Hands, and now he looks, and vows ; 
The dear falſe things that charm'd the poor 1/mena. 


He comes: Be ſtill, my Heart, the Tyrant comes, 


| ne tho' "We and lovely in his Guilt, 


Enter Hippolitus, - 


Hp. Why 3 that cloudy Sonde on your Brow! 2. 


Why do you ſigh ? Why flow your ſwelling Eyes, 


Thoſe Eyes that us d with Joy to view Hippolitus, 


Im. My Lord, my Soul is charm'd with your Succeſs ;! 30 


Vou know, my Lord, my Fears are but for yu, 
For yout dear Life; and ſince my Death alone 


Can make you ſafe, That ſoon ſhall make you happy. 


Yet had you brought leſs Love to Phedra's Arms, 
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26 PnuzDRA and Hy rox rrus. 


My Soul had parted with a leſs Regret, 
Bleſt if ſurviving in your dear Remembrance. 


Hip. Your Death! * Love! gas «rel And t to | 


Phadra 


Hear me, 1/nena. Te. 
4 Iſm. No, I dare not hear you. 


But cho you've been thus cruelly unkind, 
Tho' you have left me for the Royal Phedra, 


Yet ſtill my Soul o'er runs with Fondneſs t 'wards You, 


Ver ſtill I dye with Joy to fave Hippolitus. 
Hip. Dye to ſave me ! Could I outlive Iſmena ? 
. * Iſm. Ves, you'd outlive her in your Phedra's Arms, 
And may you there find ey'ry blooming Pleaſure ; | 
Oh, may the Gods ſhow'r Bleſſings on thy Head! 


May the Gods crown thy glorious Arms with Conqueſt, 


And all thy peaceful Days with ſure Repoſe ! 
May'ſt thou be bleft with lovely Phadra's Tn, 
And for thy Eaſe forget the loſt Iſmena : / 
Farewell, Hippolitus | 
r. n ſtay, 

Stay, hear me ſpeak, or by th infernal Powers | 
I'll not ſurvive the Minute you depart. 


Im. What would you lay ? Ah! f cog: t deceive my 


Weakneſs. 

Hip. Deceive thee ! Why, me 90 you wrong me? 
Why doubt my Faith ? O lovely, cruel Maid! 
Why wound my tender Soul with harſh Suſpicion ! 
Ohl by thoſe charming Eyes, by thy dear Love, 
Ineither thought nor ſpoke, deſign' d nor 3 d 
To love, : or wed the Queen. | 

I1ſm. Speak on, my Lord, 

| My honeſt Soul inclines me to believe thee ; 


| And-much I fear, and much I hope I ve wrong'd 
= — - Hi. 


ny 
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PHEDRA and Htproliruvs. 27 
Eis. Then thus. I came and ſake, but ſearce ve | 


Love ; | 
The eaſie Queen receiv'd my faint Addreſs 
Which eager Hope and unfuſpicious Faith. 
Lycon with ſeeming Joy diſmiſs'd my Guards, 
My gen'rous Soul difdain'd the mean Deceit, 


But ſtill deceiy'd her to obey Inena. 


In. Art thou then true? Thou art. Oh pardon me, 
Pardon the Errors of a filly Maid, | 


Wild with her Fears, and mad with Jealouſie; 

For ſtill that Fear, that Jealouſie was Love. 

Haſte then, my Lord, and fave your ſelf by Flight; 
And when you're abſent, when your God-like Form 
Shall ceaſe to chear forlorn Iſmenas Eyes, 1 
Then let each Day, each Hour, each Minute bring 
Some kind Remembrance of your conſtant Love; 
Speak of your Health, your Fortune, and your Friends, 
(For ſure thoſe Friends ſhall have my tender'ſt wiſhes) 
Speak much of all ; but of thy dear, dear Love, 
Speak much, ſpeak very much, and ſtill ſpeak on. 
Hip. Oh! thy dear Love ſhall ever be my Theme, 
Of that alone Tl! talk the live long Day 
But thus I'll talk, thus dwelling in thy Eyes, 

Taſting the Odours of thy fragrant Boſom. 


Come then to crown me with immortal Joys, 


Come, be the kind Companion of my Flight, 
Come hafte with me to leave this fatal Shore. 


The Bark before prepar'd for my Departure 


Expects its Freight, a hundred luſty Rowers 


Have way'd their ſinewy Arms, and call'd e 5 : | 


The looken'd Canvas trembles with the Wind, 
And the Sea whitens with auſpicious Gales, 
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28: PRÆEDRA and HippoLttTVs. 
Iſm, Fly: then, my Lord, and may the 55 Tores 
| thee ; | 
Fly, cer inſidious Lycon work thy Ruin; 2 
Fly, e er my Fondneſs talk thy Life away; 3 
Fly from the Queen. | | 
f Hip. But not from my 1 
Ty Why do you force me from your heav'nly ſight, 
Wh thoſe dear Arms that ought to claſp me to thee? 
Iſm. Oh I could rave for ever at my Fate! 
And with alternate Love and Fear poſſeſs d. 
Now force thee from my. Arms, now ſnatch thee my 
Breaſt, 117 | 
And tremble till you 20, but dye till you return, 
Nay, I could go——Ye Gods, if I ſhould go, - 

What would Fame ſay ? If 1 ſhould fly alone 
With a young lovely Prince that charm'd my Soul? 
Hip. Say you did well to fly a certain Ruin, 
To fly the Fury of a Queen incens d, | 
To crown with endleſs Joys the Youth that lord ron. 

O! by the Joys our mutual Loves have brought, 
By the bleſt Hours I've languiſh'd at your Feet, 
By all the Love you ever bore Hippolitus,. 
Come fly from hence, and make him ever happy. 
Im. Hide me, ye Pow'rs; I never ſhall reſiſt. 
Hip. Will you refuſe me? Can ] leave behind me 
All that inſpires my Soul, and chears my Eyes ? 
Will you not go? Then here I'll wait . 
Come, raving Phadra, bloody Lycon come! 
— Il offer to your Rage this worthleſs. naß, 14 
_ Since tis no longer my 1/mena's Care. 
= Im. O! haſte away, my Lord; I go, I fly. 
Thro' all the Dangers of the boiſt rous Deep. 


When the Wind whiſtles thro' the crackling Maſts, 
+ W hen 


— Hirpol ros. 5 


When thro' the yawning Ship the foaming Sea 
Rowls bubbling in; then, then I'll claſp thee faſt, 
And in tranſporting Love forget my Fear. 
Oh! I will wander thro' the, Scythian Gloom, 
O'er Ice, and Hills of everlaſting Snow : | 
There, when the horrid Darkneſs ſhall encloſe us, 
When the bleak Wind thall chill my ſhiv'ring Limbs, 
Thou ſhalt alone. ſupply the diſtant Sun, 
And chear my gazing Eyes, and warm my Heart. 
tap. Come, let's away, and like another Jajon 
I'll bear my beauteous Conqueſt thro' the Seas: 
A greater Treaſure, and a nobler Prize 
Than he from Colchos bore. Sleep. en in | Peace, | 
Ve Monſters of the Woods, on 1da's top ö 
Securely roam; no more my early r 
Shall wake the lazy Day. Tranſporting Love 
Reigns in my Heart, and makes me all its own. 
So when bright Venus yielded up her Charms, 
The Bleſt Adonis languiſti d in her Arm: 
His idle Horn on fragrant Mirtles hung 
His Arrows ſcatter d, and his Bow unſtrungn: 
Obſcure in Coverts re his dreaming Hounds, 5 
And bay the fancy d Boar with feeble Sounds. 
For nobler Sports he quits the ſavage Fields, 
And all * Heroe to the- Lover PI | 
nite The Ed of 455 Second. A. 995 
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A 0 T- III. 
"Enter Leon. 


De. av'n is at laſt appead: : The Aying Gods 
Have heard our Wiſhes, and auſpicious Jove 
Smiles on his Native Iſle; for Phædra lives, 
Reſtor'd to Crete, and to her ſelf, the lives; 
Joy with freſh Strength inſpires her drooping Limbs, 
- Revives her Charms, and o'er her faded Cheeks 
Spreads a freſh' rofie Bloom, as:kindly Springs © 
With genial Heat renew the frozen Earth, © 
And paint its ſmiling Face with gawdy Flow'rs. 5 4 
But ſee ſhe mg the beaut ous Lu comes. | 


kr Pheedra. 


How —. fore 1 th their radiant Beams | 
Confeſs their ſhining Anceſtor the Sun?! +; 

Your Charms to Day will wound: . 5 

And give the Pains you ſuffer d: Nay, Hippolatus 

The fierce, the brave, th' inſenſihle — 

Shall pay a willing Homage to you g phe 71 

And in his turn adore——— 3-482 A 

| Phed. Tis Flatt ry all; 

Yet when you name the Prince, that Flatt ry apleatng. 

You wiſh it ſo, poor good old Man, you with it. 

The fertile Province of Cydonia's thine ; | 

Is there ought elſe ? Has happy Phadra ought, 

In the wide Circle of her far ſtretch'd Empire? 

Aſk, take, my Friend, ſecure of no Repulſe ? 


Let ſ pacious Crete thro” * her ene Cities 
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Reſound 


/ 


© My Heart miſgives me. 


.Pazpr and Hr rolxrus. 31 
Reſound her Phedra's Joy. Let Altars ſmoak, | 


And richeſt Gums, and Spice, and Incenſe roll 
Their fragrant Wreaths to Heav'n, to pitying Heav'n, 


Which gives Hippolitus to Phadra's Arms. 


Set All at large, and bid the loathſom Dungeons 


Give up the meagre Slaves that pine in Darkneſs, 


And waſte in Grief, as did deſpairing Phedra : 


| Let them be chear'd, let the ſtary'd Priſoners riot, 


And glow with gen'rous Wine, Let Sorrow ceaſe. 


| Let none be wretched, none, ſince Phadra's happy. 


But now he comes, and with an equal Paſſion 


Rewards 5 —_ and ſprings into my Arms 1 


Enter Meſſenger 


on, where” s the "ES ? 
| Aueſſ. He's no chere to be found. 
Phed. Perhaps he hunts... ... 
__ Meſſ. He hunted not to Day. 1 
Pbad. Ha! Have you ſearch'd the n the AT: 
the T emples? . 
| Meſ. Search'd all in vain, 
_ _ Þhad. Did he not bunt to 0 Her 
Alas! you told me once before he did not: 


| Lyc. So indeed doth mine. : 
Pha Cou'd. he. Googiye. me? Coud that Godlike 
Youth: , F AE FeV 
Deſign the Ruin of a een that loves kim; E 

Oh! he's all Truth, his Words, his Looks, his Eyes 

Open to view his inmoſt Thoughts. He comes! 
Ha! Who art thou? WPeuff com ſt thou : Where's | 
IL is 1 * V2 $3) in 
N 2 4 | Mefſ. 


32 *' PrxzDpra and HiyportiTos. 
Meſ. Madam, Hippolitus with fair i. cow 
Drove tow'rd ne port — . 
t phæd. With fair Bass 
Cay A be ber l Beauty, curſt her Charms, 
Curſt all her ſoothing, fatal, falſe Endearments. 
That heav'nly Virgin, that exalted Goodneſs 
Cou'd ſee me tortur'd with deſpairing Love, | 
With artful Tears cou'd mourn my monſtrous Suff rings, 
While her baſe Malice plotted my Deſtruction. 
Tyc. A thouſand Reaſons croud Sons ts Soul, 
That evidence their Love. 
A120) Phe Ves; yes they . 97 
Why elle could he refuſe my proffer'd Bed? 
Why ſhould One warm'd with. Youth, and Cee of 
| „ 
Diſdain a Soul, a Form, a Crowti like mine > | 
Tyc. Where, Lycon, where was "en thy boaſted « cun- - 
5 nin 2 : af * e 51 
Dull, thobghtles Weich! 5 * 
pPhed. O Pains unfelt before! 
The Grief, Deſpair, the Agonies, andPangs, | 
All the wild Fury of diſtracted Love, 
Are nought to this ay, famous Politician, 
Where, when, and how did their firſt Paffion riſe? 
Where did they breath their Sighs? What ſhady Groves? 
What gloomy Woods conceal A their hidden Loves? ? 
Alas! . hid it not, the well pleas' d Sunn 
With all his Beams ſurvey” d their guiltleſs Flame; $- 
Glad Zephyrs wafted their untainted Sighs, 4 
And m eccho'd their endearing Accents. * * 
' While I, che Shame of Nature, hid in Danes, | 
Fat from the halmy Air and cheering r 
5 kun down ar vighs, and dry'd 15 falling Tes; 
INC > | | Searcht . 


{ 


* 


PHADRA- and Hip POLTrus. 33 


Searcht a Retreat to mourn, and watcht to grieve. 
Lyc. Now ceaſe that Grief, and let your injur'd Love 
Contrive due Vengeance; let Majeſtick Phedra, 


That Jov'd the Hero, Sacrifice the Villain. 


Then haſte, ſend forth your Miniſters of Vengeance, 


To fhatch the Traytor from your Rival's Arms, 


And force him trembling to your awful Preſence. 
Phed. O rightly e e OL th attending 


Guards, 


Bid them bring forth their Inſtruments of Death ; 


Darts, Engines, Flames, and lanch into the deep, 
And hurl ſwift Vengeance on the perjur'd Slave. 
Where am I, Gods ? What is't my Rage commands ? 
Ev'n now he- s gone? Ev'n now the well tim'd Oars 


With ſounding Stroaks divide the ſparkling Waves, 


And happy Gales aſſiſt their ſpeedy. Flight. 

Now they embrace, and ardent. Love ca 
Their fluſhing Cheeks, and trembles in their Eyes, 
Now they expoſe my Weakneſs and my Crimes: 
Now to the e Crowd they tell my F ollies, 


Enter Cratan der. | 


| Car, : Sir, 2 as 1 went to ſeize the Perſons order'd' 
met the Prince, and with. him fair 1/mena; 
I ſfeiz'd the Prince, who now attends without. 


Pha. Haſte, bring him in. | 
Lyc. Be quick and ſeize 2 


Ester Hippolitus 


bad. Cou'dft thou. deceive me? Cou'd a Son of 


..T heſeus 


Stoop to ſo mean, ſo baſe a Vice as Fraud? OE 
Cc 5 | . Na 


PruzprA and Wie 


Nay, act ſuch monſtrous Ferfdy, et ſtart 
From promis d d Love? 

Hip. My Soul dildain-d a Krome. PE 
_ Phed. But yet your falſe, equivocating . | 
Your Looks, your Eyes, our Cv ty. Motion, promis d. 
But you are ripe in Frauds, and learn'd in Falſhoods, | 


Look down, O Theſeus, and behold. thy Son, 


= 


As Sciron faithleſs, as Procruſtes cruel. 


Behold the Crimes, the Tyranrs, all the Monſters, 
From which thy Valour purg'd the pine Earth: 


Behold them all in thy. own Son reviv'd. 
Hip. Touch not my Glory, left you ſtain your own; 
I ſtill have ſtrove to make my glorious Father | 
Bluſh, yet rejoyce to ſee himſelf outdone; 


To mix my Parents in my lineal Vertues, = . 
As Theſeus juſt, and as Camilla chaſte * 


Phad. The Godlike Theſeus never wWas 7 Parent. 
No, twas ſome Monthly Cabpadocian Drudge, 


Obedient to the Scourge, and beaten to ker Arm, | 


Begot thee, Traytor, on che chaſte Camilla. 
Camilla chaſte ! An Amazon and chaſte? Hf 

That quits her Sex, and yet retains her Vertue. 

See the chaſte Matron mount the neighing Steed? 3 

In ſtrict Embraces lock the ſtrugling Warriour, 

And chooſe the Lover ene Foe.”. | 


2 


* 
1 


a Enter Meſerger and lame 101 parmeſly with Lyeon | 


i No; ſhe refs d the Vows of Godlike Theſour, 
And choſe to ſtand his Arms, not meet his Love; 


And doubtful was the Fight. The wide Thermodoon 
Hleard'the huge Stroaks refound, its frighted Waves 


3 5 e d the Farin 8 to diſtant Shores, 


— 


— 


1 . 
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 Pruzpra ant Hipporrrys, 37 


Whilſt ſhe alone ſupported all his War: 


Nor till ſhe ſank beneath his thund'ring Arm, | 
Beneath which, warlike- Nations. bow d. wou d yield: 


To honeſt wiſht for Love. 


- Phad. Not ſo her Sons: > 


* ö 5 f 


Who boldly ventures on forbidden Flames, 


Hated by him, of Kindred yet more hated, 


On one deſcended from the cruel Pallas, 
Foe to thy Father's Perſon and his Blood; 


The laſt of all the wicked Race he ruin'd. 


In vain a fierce ſucceſſive Hatred reign'd: 


Between your Sires: In vain, like Cadmus Race;. 


With mingl'd Blood they dy'd the bluſhing Earth. 


Hip. In vain indeed, ſince now the War is o er; 


We, like the, Theban Race, agree to Love,, | 
And by our mutual Flames and future Og 
Atone for Slaughter paſt. 


1, Þhed; Your future Offspring. Ne 
Heavens! What a Medly's hig What dark Confuſidn, 
Of Blood and Death, of Milder and Relation? 
What Joy t' had been to old diſabled Theſeus, 


When he ſhould take the Offspring in. his Arms? Wo 


$5 Log 


Ev'n in his Arms te hold an Infant Pallas, | 
And be upbraided with his Granſire's Fate, ants: elf 


* barb'rous Youth! _.. E 


Lyc. Too barharous I 122 


Perhaps ev'n now his Faction s up in Arms. 
Since waving Crowds roll onwards tow rds the-Palace, 


And rend the City with tumultuous Clamours!. . 


J 
Perhaps to murder Phadra and her Sonn... 
And give the Crowh. to him: and his Iſmenar- 3 
But Tl ptetent it. ere 
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S; To tear his Heart, and riot in his Blood. 
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WL 06 gp ie What! the kind Male 5 


ö That nurs'd me, eh d my Sickneſs! Oh ſhe watcli'd 


me, 
As rav nous RE Sa the dying Lyon, 


Hark my little Infant cryes for Juſtice! 
Oh! Be appeas d my Babe, thou ſhalt have Juſtice. 
Now all the Spirits of my Godlike Race 
Enflame my Soul, and urge me on to Vengeance. 
Arſamnes, Vinos, Jo ve, th avenging Sue” ". - 


= _ Inſpire my Fury and demand my Juſtice. 


Oh! you ſhall have it; H thou, Alinos, fhalt ee 1 | 


Ves thou ſhalt copy it in their Pains belo “7. 
Gods of Revenge ariſe —He comes! He comes! 
And ſhoots himſelf thro all my kindling Blood. | 
l have it here—Now baſe perfidious Wretch, 


"Now figh, and weep, 2 19, 1 emble i 52 thy turn. » 
eaſe my Vengeance. harm 


Yes, your Iſmena {hall appt 


 Iſmena dies: And thou her. pitying Lover 


Doom -d her to Death. — Thou too ſhalt ſee 1 bleed; 


See her convulfiye Pangs, and hear her Gps Groans: 4 


Go, glut thy Eyes with thy ador d {rant 


And laugh at dying Phædra ! (12230 7 1 diss ; 


Hip. Oh Iſmma! * 
In. Alas! My tender Soul won nd "rink at t Dei, 
Shake with its Fears, and fink beneath its Pains, 
In any Cauſe but this But now I'm ſteel'd, 
And the near Danger leſſens to my _ 08-717 I | 
Now, if I live, tis only for Hippolitus, 41k 


| And with an equa) Joy I'll dye to ſave hin”: 


1 . + Þ 2 T ok 


d 


1 mn 37 


Yes, for * Sake I'll 80 4 willing Shade, 

And wait his coming in th Elyſian Fields, 

And there enquire of each deſcending Choſt 

Of my lov'd Heroe's Welfare, Life, and 9 5 

That dear Remembrance will improve the Bliſs; 

Add to th 25 ian Joys, me Make: that Heav'n more 
happy. 

Hd. Oh! heav -uly Virgin (ſite. 10 imperial 2 | 
Let your Rage fall, on this devoted Head; | 
But ſpares oh + ; ſpare. a guiltleſs Virgin' 8 Life: 1 n i 
Think of her Youth, her Innocence, her Vertue: 
Think, with what warm Compaſſion ſhe bemoan' d you 
Think, how ſhe ſerv'd and watch'd you in your n a 
How ev'ry. riſing and deſcending dun gan | 
Saw kind 1/mena watching o'er the Queen. 

J only promis d, J alone deceivd you; 

And I, and only I, ſhou'd feel your JuſticdeQ. 

Im. Oh! By thoſe Pow, to. whom I ſoon maſt 
anſwer © 


For all my Faults, by that bright Arch 5 Hear n 


1 now laſt ſee, I wronght him by my Wiles, 

By Tears, by Threats, by ev'ry Female Art, ö 521890 

Wrought his diſdaining Soul to falſe Complyance, | 

The Son of Theſeus could not think of d 

'Twas Woman all. RY Ta 
Phed. I fee 'twas 8 all. x0 


Kh 4 


| And ee s Fraud on: d meet with Woman 8 Ven- 
geance. | 


But yet thy Connge;: Truth, 5 Vern Mock me: 
A Love ſo warm, fo firm, ſo like my own. oy 
Oh! had the Gods ſo pleas d; had bountcous Hear 1 
| Beſtow'd Hippolitus on Phadra's Arms, "TI 


So had I ſtood the ſhock of angry Fate; . 
0 


: o 


= 


= W PDA * n 


So had I givin my Life with Joy to fave kim; | Th 
Hip. And can you Gone her Death: 2 Dan Mims Ant 
Daughter F 
Condemn the Virtue which kay Soul aka d | An 
Are not you Phedra? Once the Boaſt of Fame, # 7 
Shame of our Sex, and Pattern of your ow] -w. But 

| Phad, Am I that Phadra? NO. — Another Soul Ani 
Informs my alter d Frame. Cou'd elſe =_— EY Con 
Proyoke my Hatred, yet deſerve my Love? Str. 
Aid me, ye Gods, ſupport my ſinking Glory, 1-1 WW. Wh 
Reſtore my Reaſon, and confirm my Virtu. Ani 
Vet, is my Rage unjuſt? Then, why was blades! Bo 
Refeu'd for Torment, and preſery'd for Pain? Co 
Why did you raiſe me to the heighth of Joy, Th 
Above the Wreck of Clouds and Storms'below, For 
To daſh and break me on the Ground for ever? Fro 
Iſm. Was it not time to urge him to e 2111 


At leaſt to feign it, when perfidious con 
Confin'd his Perſon, and conſpir'd his Death. 

| Phad. Confin' d and om” d to Dean —0 crue 
„ M 

cou d I have doon'd thy Death — Cou'd theſe fad | 
"Eyes 

That lov'd cles ning cer | behold chad dead * 
Vet thou cou dſt ſee me dye without Convent, : 

| Rather than ſave # wretched Queen from Ruin. 


Elfe cou'd you chuſe to truſt the warring Winds, Do 
The ſwelling Waves, the Rocks, the faithleſs Sands, fs 
And all the raging Monſters of the Dee!!! By 
Oh! Think you ſee me on the naked Shoar. By 
Think how F ſcream and tear my ſeatter d Hair; 2 O 
Break from th Embraces of my ſhrieking * : Fo 
And harrow on the Sand my: * Boſom: - Fo 


Then 


 PuaDRA a 3 18 


Then catch with wide ſtretck d Arms the empty Billows, 
And _— plunge-into the gaping Deep. 
Hip. O, diſmal State ! My bleeding Heart Relents, 


*_ 


And all my Thoughts diſſolve in tender'it Pity. 


Phad. If you can pity, O! refuſe not Love: 
But ſtoop to rule in Crete the Seat of Heroes, 5 
And Nurſery of Gods A hundred Cities "JC 
Court thee for Lord, where the rich buſie Crowds: +: 
Struggle for Paſſage thro” the ſpacious Streets; 

Where thouſand Ships o'erſhade the leſs ning Main, 
And tire the lab'ring Wind. The ſuppliant Nations. | 
Bow to its Enſigns, and with lower'd Sails 
Confeſs the Ocean's Queen. For thee alone e Ih 
The Winds ſhall blow, and the vaſt Ocean roll. 
For thee alone the fam'd Cydonian Warriours © _ 
From twanging Eughs ſhall ſend their fatal Shafts. + 
Hip. Then let me- mürch their Leader 5; not theit 
Prince; Hntan J. 327291 
And at the Head of yoke ee — £7 94 
Brandiſh this far fam'd Sword of conqu ring mne ä 
That I may ſhake th Egyptian Tyrant's Yoke | 
From Aſias Neck, and fix it on his wn; 
That willing Nations may obey your Laws, 
And your bright Anceſtor the Sun may ane 
On a but Phedra' s Empire. 
©  Pphad. Why not thine 5 
Doſt thou 10 far deteſt my proffer'd Bed, 
As to refuſe my Crown? — 0, cruel Youth ! ! 
By all the Pain that wrings my tortur'd Soul! 
By all the dear deceitful Hopes you gave me, 
O ! eaſe, at leaſt once more delude my Sorrows. 
For your deat Sake I've loft my darling Honour; 
For you, but now I gave my Soul to Death z | 


22 
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46 Prexwins” —— 
For you I'd quit iny Crown, and ſtoop deaths 


The happy Bondage of an humble Wife. 
Wittr thee T'& climb the ſteepy 1da's — 660 
And in the ſcorching Heat and chilling Dewss, 


O'er Hills, o'er Vales purſue the ſhaggy en &: 
Careleſs of Danger and of waſting Toil; 
Of pinching Hunger and. en Thirſt; . 
ann in #hec; |; , hind M 
| Hip. Why ſtoops. the Queen 
To aſk, intreat, to ſupplicate and pray 


To proſtitute her Crown and Sexes "og 21 7: 


To one whoſe humble Thoughts can 18 iſe: 5 


0 be your wide not Lord? 


. Phed. And is that all: 


Gods! 5 Fu deigu to force an artful on | 


Or call a Fear from his un willing Eyes. 


Hard as his native Rocks, cold an en 4 


Fierce as the Wolves that howl'd around — We | 


He hates the Tyrant, and the Suppliant ſcorns. 


O Heaven! O Ainos ! O imperial Fove:t ? 
Do ye not bluſh at my degenerate. Weakneſs! _ 
Hence lazy, mean, ignoble Paſſion, fly; * 

Hence flom my Soul— Tis gone, tis fled for ever, 
And Heav'n inſpires my boeh with. arvhnd Ven- 
: eance. 11155 ers 

. ſbalt no more Shots my. offer d ng : 

No more. Jens. thall. upbraid my Weakneſss. 
\ [Catches Hip.. Szvord to fab her felf. 

Now all ye; n Gods look down and ſee, 


| How III aevenge you, and my ſelf, on Ppedra;. | ls 


h Enter Lyc con, and ſnatches away, the Sword. 
, Tye. Horror on Hottor! Theſoas i is retum Wu” 


— 


Shall 
Agat 


Yet i 


PreDRA and HreeoLITUs. "41 


phed. Theſeus / Then what have I to do with 
Life 7 

May I be ſnatch'd with Winds, by Earth o'erwhelm' d, 

Rather than view the Face of injur'd Theſes. | 
Now wider ſtill my growing Horrors ſpread, 

My Fame, my Vertue, nay, my Frenzy's fled * 

Then view thy wretched Blood, Imperial Fove, 

If Crimes enrage you, or Misfortunes move; 

On me your Flames, on me your Bolts employ, 

Me if. your Anger ſpares, Jour TAY ſhould B 


(Runs of. 


whe) This may do Service yet. 


[Exit Lycon, carries of the b : 


Hip. 15 he return'd ? Thanks to the pitying E 
Shall I again behold his awful Eyes? 
Again be folded in his loving Arms ? 
Yet in the midſt of Joy I fear for Phadra ; © 
| fear his Warmth and unrelenting Juſtice, © © 
O! ſhould her raging Paſſion reach his Fus, 
His tender Love; by Anger fir d, wou'd tum 
To burning Rage; as ſoft Cydonian Oyl, 
Whoſe balmy Juice glides. o'er th' untaſting Jorg” 
Yet toucht with Fire, with hotteſt Flames will * 
But oh ye Pow'rs! I ſee his Godlike a 17 T7 
0 Extaſie of Joy! He comes, he comes! 
ls it my Lord? My Father? Oh! tis be:: 
ſee him, touch him, feel his known Embraces, | 
See all the ray in his Joyful Eyes. 01 "was to% © 


Enter Thelen, with others, i521 bd 
Where have you been, my Lord ? What angry Demon 


Hid you from Crete? From me? What God has ſay d 280 


you:! > : 13 „ 4 363, 1. ; 32 Pow S# 4.4. A. I . 
* | Did 
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1 55 : PuxDbRA and Hiprolxrus. 


Did not Philotas ſee you fall? O anſwer met y 


And then I'll aſk a thouſand Queſtions more. why 


Theſ. No: But to ſave my Life I feign'd my Death whe! 


My Horſe and well known Arms confirm'd the Tae, I That 


And hinder'd farther Search, This honeſt Greek [oh 
Conceal'd me in his Houſe, and cur'd my Wound: : 80 
Procur'd a Veſſel; and to bleſs me more, g gwet 
Accompany' d my Flight. r 
But this at Leiſure. Let me now indulge . And 


Thus fold thee i in my Arms. Such, ſuch, was I 


When n "A thy Mother, chaſte Camilla; 
5 And much ſhe loy'd me. — Oh! Did Phedra view me 
With half that Fondneſs But ſhe's {till unkind; 


A Father's. Fondeſs; ; let me ſnatch thee thus; 


[Embraces Hippolit 


Elſe haſty Joy had brought her to theſe Arms, 
To welcome me to Liberty, to Life; 


And make that Life a Bleſſing. e my _ 


Let us to.Phedra. 


Sill to perſiſt in Hatred to My S 


7 hd 


a WE 
bet < 


— en me, maar Lords 5 
Theſ. Forget ber former Treatment; cſhe's too goo 


A O! Let me ene you, [4fts 
and Phlradra. ier 
Theſ. My eee aun! 2 This ſudden ſtart? 


| Why would vou fly from Creta, and from your Father? 


Hip. Not from my Father, but from lazy Cree; 


To follow Danger, and acquire Renaowu; 


To quell the Monſters that eſcap'd your Sword, 


| And make the World confeſs me Theſius Son. 


 Theſ...\ What can. this Coldneſs mean! ? Retire, my Son, 
Exit Hippolitus. 
wle ! attend the Queed. What ſhock | is this ? 
W 


* . 


41 


Why tremble thus my Limbs ? Why faints my Heart? 
Why am I thrill d with Fear, till gow unknown? 
th Where's now the Joy; the Extafie; and Tranſport, 
„ That warm'd my Soul, and urg'd me. on to Phadra? 
0! had I never lov't her, I'd been bleſt. 
Sotrow and Joy in Love alternate reign ; 7 
sweet is the Bliſs, diſtracting is the Pain. 
So when the Nile its fruitful Deluge ſpreads, 
And genial Heat informs its ſlimy Beds; 
Here yellow Harveſts crown the fertile Plain, 
There monſtrous Serpents fright the hb fing Swain: 15 
A various Product fills the fatten d Sand, | . 
And the ſame och, nden and cafe the Land. 


: The End of the Third 2 5 
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Enter Lycon ln n 1 1 


5 Tye. T, may gain Time til all my Wed em⸗ 
| bark d, 
To ward my Foes Revenge, and Said mine, 


And ſhake that Empire which I can't poſſeſs. _ 


But then the Queen She dyes——Why let her dye; 
Let wide Deſtruction ſeize on all together, 


So Tyron live. 4 ſafe triumphant Exile, 
Great in Diſgrace, and envy d in his Fall. 


The Queen {—Then try thy Art and. work her Pallons, 


Enter Phedra and PEE INT | 


Draw her to act what moſt her Soul abhors, | 
Poſſeſs her whole, an d ſpeak'thy ſelf in Phedra. 


_ Phad. Off, let me Pools whys cruel barb'rous Maids 


Why am I-barr'd from 'Death, the common, po 
| That ſpreads its hoſpitable Arms for all? 
- Why muſt I drag th' inſufferable Load 


Of foul Diſhonour, and deſ 


pairing . + 


Oh! length of Pain! Am I ſo often "oY 


And yet not dead? Feel F for 8 Death 8 Pangs? 
Nor once can 


of 


1 "I d its Eaſe? 4 N 


Tyc. Would you how dye? 


Now quit the Field to your inſulting Foe ? 


Then 


ſhall-ke triumph o'er your blaſted Name : 


Ages to come, the Univerſe, ſhall learn 
The wide Immortal hay. of Phadra: * 


19K 


And 


PrzDRA uy Hirrolrrus. 4x 47 


uud the poor Babe, the Idol of your: Soul, 

The lovely Image of your dear dead Lord, 

Shall be upbraided with his Mother's Crimes: a z 

Shall bear your Shame, ſhall fink beneath your Pauls; 

lnherit your Diſgrace, but not your Cron. 
phed. Muſt he too fall, involy'd in my Denen. 

And only live to curſe the Name of Phedra ? 

Oh dear, unhappy Babe! Muſt 1 bequenth, thee - ft 

Only a fad Inheritance of Woe2.: . Te 


; MW Gods, ! cruel Gods! Can't all my Pains atone, n 


Unleſs they reach my Infant's guiltleſs Heads 
Oh loſt Eſtate! When Life's fo ſharp a Torment, 
And Death it ſelf can't eaſe ! Aſſiſt me, Lycon, 
Adviſe, ſpeak Comfort to my Troubled Soul. 

Lyr. Tis you muſt drive that Trouble from your Soul, 
As Streams when+dam'd forget their ancient Current, 
And wond'ring at their Banks in other Channels flow; 


So turn their Courſe to Theſeus happy Boſom, 


Then with freſh Charms adorn your troubl d On” 

Diſplay the Beauties firſt inſpir'd his Soul, | 

Sooth with your Voice, and woe him: with your Eyes 
Phed. Impoſſible! What woe him with theſe Eyes, 

Still wet with Tears that flow'd ? But not for Lheſeus ? 

This Tongue ſo us'd to ſound another Name? 

What! Take him to my Arms, Oh awful Juno! 

Touch, Love, Careſs him | While my wand 'ring Fancy 

On other Objects ſtrays 2'Alewd'Adultreſs * © 

In the chaſte Bed? "E's in 1 the Father's I 


o muſt you bend your Thoughts from hopeleſs Love, 


And crown his eager Hopes with wiſh'd Enjoyment: . 


Tyc. 
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And ill-tim'd Abſence ſhould diſclofe your Crime. | 
 :Phad. Cou'd I when preſent to his awful Eyes, 


46 _ PuanrA and bares 


Lyc. Yet you muſtſce hind} leaſt impatient Love | 
Shou'd urge his Temper to too nice a ſearch, 


Conceal the wild Diſorders of my Soul? 
Wou'd not my ee my Looks, wy n Wan 


> 3s 
Betray thee, Phedra ! Then bir not betray” d: 


Live, live ſecure, adoring Crete conceals tee 


- Thy pious Love, and moft endearing Goodneſs | 
Will charm the kind Hippolitus to Silence. 
Oh wretched Pedra Oh ge Secret! 


To Foes alone diſelos d ! 


ity 5 


4 
3 


Tyc. I is muſt fey them. 


Spight-of their Oaths; their Vows, their Imprecations, 
Phed.' Do Imprecations, Oaths, or Vows avail? 


J too have ſworn, ev'n at the Altar ſworn. 


Eternal Love and endleſs Faith to Theſeusg:. 2 


The Youth, the very Author of my Crimes, 
Ev'n he ſhall tell the Fault himſelf inſpir 13 
The fatal Eloquence that charm'd my Soul 


3 


Shall daviſh all its Art to my Deſtructioon. 
Tyc. Oh he will tell it all. Deſtruction ſeize him. — 


With ſeeming Grief, and aggravating Pity, ; 


And more to blacken, will excuſe your Folly ; 5 
Falſe Tears ſhall wet his unrelenting Eyes, 


And his glad Heart with artful Sighs ſhall heave : 
Then Theſau How will Indignation ſwell 

His mighty Heart ? Ho his majeſtick Frame 
Will ſhake with Rage too fierce, too ſwift for vent? 


A 


How he'll expoſe you to the publick Scorn, 


And yet am falſe, forſworn: The hallow'd Shrine, 
That heard me ſwear, is Witneſs to my Falſhood. 


And 


PnzDpRA aud Hrrrorlrros. 47 
ind loathing Crowds ſhall murmur out their Horror? 
hen the fierce Scythian Now methinks I ſee _ 
is fiery Eyes with ſullen Pleaſures glow, 
urvey your Tortures, and infult your Pangs ; 
ſee him, ſmiling on the pleas d 1/mena, 
ay Woint out with Scorn the once proud Tyrant Phedra. 
Phad, Curſt be his Name! May Infamy attend rd 
May ſwift Deſtruction fall upon his Head, 
Hurl'd by the Hand of thoſe he moſt adores. 
Lyc. By Heaven, ee Truth inſpires your 
Tongue; 
He. ſhall endure the Shame he means to give; 
ind all the Torments which he heaps on vou, 
With juſt Revenge ſhall Theſeus turn on lilim 
Phad. Is't poſſible? Oh TLycon ! Oh my Refuge! 
Dh good old Man! Thou Oracle of Wiſdom ! 
Declare the means, that Phadra may adore thee. 
Dye. Accuſe kim firſt. 
Phad. Oh Heavens! Accuſe the gulltleß? 
Lyc. Then be accus'd; let Theſeus know your Crime, 
Let laſting Infamy o erwhelm your Glory: | 
Let your Foe triumph, and your Infant ar: 
Shake off this idle Lethargy of Pit,, 
With ready War prevent th' invading Fo, 
Preſerve your Glory, and ſecure your Vengeance: JS 
Be yours the Fruit, Security, and Eaſe ; © 8 = 
The Guilt, the Danger, and the Labour m mine. E _— 
Phed, 8 us, 2 e comes ! 4 CA: 1 


un- Theſeus. 0 wed. ö * ay 


e | Phat. 


— 


48 PRHÆADRA and HippoliTus. 
Phad. Do, you e 707 anne can do DM 
© [Exit Phadra, 
"056: — Tai Lan n his R Love, 

Now raiſe his Pity, now enflame his Rage, 
Quicken his Hopes, then quaſn em with Deſpair, 
Work his tumultuous Paſſions into Frenzy 


Unite em all, then turn them on the Foc: 


Theſ. Was that * _ * n. * Idol, Phe 


ara 2. >: 1625 "BY: 
Does-ſhe fill, fun me? Oh injurious Hear nt 
Why did you give me back again to Life? 
Why did you ſave me from the Rage of Battle, 


Io let me fall by her more fatal Hatred: Fr"... 
__"Tyc. Her Hatred! No, A Ib. with fuch Fond- 


"mes; ': 


As none but Gat of Alete © eber xonid ew: 


Yet ſo the Gods have doom'd, ſo Heay'n will have it, 
She ne'er muſt view her much loy'd Theſexs more. 
Thef.” Not ſee her l By my Suff rings but I will, 
Tho! Troops embattl'd ſhould oppoſe my Paſſage, 
And ready. Death ſhou'd guard the fatal way. 
Not ſee her! Oh I'll claſp her in theſe Arms, 
Break thro' the idle Bands that yet have held me, 
And ſeize the Joys my honeſt Love may claim. 
Tuye. Is this a time for Joy? When Phadra's Grie.— 


Tyhbeſ. Is this a time for Grief? Is this my welcome 


To Air, to Life, to Liberty, and Crete? 
Not this I hop'd, when urg'd by ardent Love, 5 


I wing'd my eager way to Phedra's Arms; 
Then to my Thoughts: relenting\Phedra flew, 


With open Arms to welcome my Return, 
With kind endearing Blame condemn'd my Raſnels, 


And made me ſwerr to venture out no more. 


Pann * eee 1 


Oh! my warm Soul, my boiling Fancy glow'd 

With charming Hopes of yet untaſted Joys; 

New Pleaſures fill d my Mind, all Dangers, Pains, & 
Wars, Wounds, Defeats, in that dear Hope were loſt. 
And does ſhe now avoid my eager Love, 

Purſue me ſtil] with unrelenting: Hatred, 

Invent new Pains, deteſt, loath, ſhun my fight, 

Fly my Return, and ſorrow for my Safety ? 

Lyc. Oh think not ſo ! For by th' unerring Gods, 
When firſt 'T told her of your wiſh'd Return, 5 
When the lov'd Name of Theſes reach'd her Ears, 
At that dear Name ſhe rear'd her drooping Head, 
Her feeble Hands, and wat'ry Eyes to Heav'n, | 
To bleſs the bounteous Gods: At that dear Name 
The raging Tempeſt of her Grief was calm'd; 

Her Sighs were huſh'd, and Tears forgot to flow. 

'  Theſ. Did my Return bring Comfort to her Sor- 
row? 5 

Then haſte, conduct me to the lovely Mourner': 3 

Oh I will kiſs the pearly. drops away; 

Suck from her roſie Lips the fragrant Sighs; - 

With other Sighs her panting Breaſt ſhall heave, 

With other Dews her ſwimming Eyes ſhall melt, 

With other 'Pangs her throbbing Heart ſhall beat,” 21 

And all her Sorrows ſhall be loſt in Love. 

LTyc. Does Theſeus burn with ſuch unheard of Paſſion ? 
And muſt not ſhe with out-ſtretch'd Arms receive him? 


And with an equal Ardour meet his Vows 2 © + 


The Vows of one-ſo dear ! Oh righteous Gods! . 
Why muſt the bleeding Heart of Thefeus bear 
Such tort" ring Parigs ? While Phe4ra-dead to Lore 1 


Now with ace Eyes on angry Heav'n ws | 
 Stedfaſtly gates, and upbraids the Gods j & 
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50 | PugpaA * Sl 
Now with dumb piercing Grief, and bumble Rc, 


Fixes her gloomy watry Orbs fo Earth ; 155 a 
Nov burſt with ſwelling Anguiſh, rends the Skies 4 
With loud Complaints of her outrageous Wrongs? | 
_ Theſ. Wrong d ! Is ſhe wrong d? * lives he 0 
Vid wrong d her? 
1 Lyc. He lives, ſo great, ſo happy, ſo beloy' d, B 
et Phadra ſcarce can hope, ſcarce wiſh Revenge. A 
LL Theſ. Shall Theſeus live, and not revenge his Phadra ; A 
| Gods ! ! Shall this PW, renown 'd for n. Ven- B 
geance, | 
For quelling Tyrants, and wa Wrongs, 5 
Now fail ? Now firſt, when Phedra's injur d, fail? 
Speak, Lycan, haſte, declare the ſecret Villain, R 
The Wretch ſo meanly baſe to injure Phedra, R 
So raſhly brave to dare the Sword of Theſeus. A 
.- Zye, I dare not ſpeak, but ſure her 2 are WW. 
mighty: 
„ The pale cold hue that dead ns all her Charms, 55 
Her Sighs, her hollow Groans, her flowing Tears _ 
Make me ſuſpect her monſtrous Grief will end her. 1 


The /, End her ? End Theſes firſt, and all Mankind; 
But moſt that Villain, that deteſted Slave, 
That brutal Coward, that dark lurking Wretch. 
Tyc. Oh noble Heat of unexampl'd Lovett Pr 
This Pbadrs hop d, when in the midſt af Grief, | 
In the wild Torrent of o'erwhelming Sorrows, 


F She groaning ſtill invok'd, ſtill cal d' an Tefl. : T 
|  Theſ-Didſhs then name me? Didzhe weeping Cha- Ba 
IO mer 4 T. 
re fer Aiken Thiwmr || 6 
Oh that lov'd Voice upbraided my Delay. | 2 


1 this ay ? 1 come, iy. Oh Phra 2 At 


* * 8 8 
5 5 


 Puzpra ad Hippoiarus: FL 


Lead 0n—Now, dark Diſturber of my Peace, 
If now thou'rt known, What Luxury of Van = 


Haſte, lead, conduct mel! 
| Tyc. . 
= Rk What! Stay when Phadra calls? 


Tzpc. Oh! on . a 


By al the Gods, my Lord, I beg you ſtay ; 

As you reſpect your Peace, your Life, your Glory: 
As Phedra's Days are precious to your Soul; 

By all your Love, by all her Sorrows, ſtay. | 
5 Where lies the Bene ? Wherefore ould * 
"She You! fudden Profitice wou' d ſurprize her Soul, 

Renew the galling Image: of her Wrongs, | 

Revive her Sorrow, Indignation, Shame; 


And all your Son wou d ſtrike her from your Eyes. 5 


The. My Son gut he's too ood, too brave to 
wrong her. 
—— Whence then that ſhocking Change, that long 
„ Rupee; 
That Fright that ſeiz F him at the Name of phadra 7 
Lyc. Was he ſurpriz'd? That ſhew d at leaſt Remorſe ? 
.. Thef. Remorſe ! For what? By Heav'ns my troubled 
Thoughts 
preſage ſome dire Attemp. Say, what Remorſe. 
Lyc. I wou'd NIN 1 muſt——This you 
| command; 
» This Phadra d thrice her fault ring Tongue 
Bad me unfold the guilty Scene to, Theſeus :, _ 
Thrice with loud Cries recall'd me on my way, 
And blam'd my Speed, and chid my raſh Obedience: 
Leaft the unwelcome Tate ſhou d wound your Peace, 


At laſt, with Looks — ſad; ſhe cryd. 
| „ & 
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72 _ PrnzDRA and HieeoliTus. 
Go tell it all ; but-in' ſuch artful Words, | 
Such tender Accents, and ſuch melting Sounds, 
As may appeaſe his Rage, and move his Pity ; 
As may incline him to forgive his Son _ 
A grievous Fault, but ſtill a Fault of Love. 
_ Theſ. Of Love ! What Arpnge Salpiciond wrack uy 
As you regajll my peace, declare, What Love? 
+... Lyc. So urg d I muſt declare; yet, pitying Heay' n, 
| Why muſt I ſpeak ? Why muſt unwilling Lyton | 
Accuſe the Prince of impious Love to Phadra ? 
Taf. Love to his Mother! To the Wife of Theſeus? 
© 'Tyc. Ves, at the Moment firſt he view'd her Eyes, 
Ev'n at the Altar, when you join'd your Hands, 
His eaſie Heart receiv'd the guilty Flame, 
And from that time he preſt her with his Paſſion. - 
The. Then'twas for this ſhe baniſh'd him from Crete; 
I thought it Hatred all: Oh righteous Hatred! 
Forgive me, Heav'n, forgive me, injur d Phedra, © 
That I in Secret have condemn'd thy Juſtice. | a 
Oh! "Twas all juſt, and Theſeus ſhall revenge, 
;Ex'n on his Son, revenge his Phedra's Wrong. 
Thyc. What eafie Tools are theſe blunt honeſt Heroes 
Who. with keen, Hunger gorge the naked Hook, ' 
Prevent the Bait the Stateſman's Art prepares, 
And poſt to Ruin——Go, believing Fool, 
So act thy far fam'd Juſtice.on thy Son, | 
Next on thy ſelf, and Both make way for Tyron. [4f de. 
. Theſ. 1 Y Am [ ſure ſhe's  wrong'd ? # „ Terhaps” 'tis 
Lago hve. — * ads, make 000 your Ah 
Or treble 8 ; revenge mY Son. e e e 
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_ Lys. Am I then doubted ? And can faithful Lycon 
Be thought to forge ſuch execrable Falſhoods ?. -\ 
Gods! When the Queen unwillingly complains, 
Can you ſuſpe& her Truth? Oh Godlike Theſeus ! 

ls this the Love you bear unhappy Phadra ? 

Is this her hop'd for Aid? Go, wretched Matron, 

Sigh to the Winds, and rend th' unpitying Heav'ns 
With thy vain Sorrows ; ſince relentleſs Theſeus, 
Thy Hope, thy Refuge, Theſeus, will not hear thee. 


Thef. Not hear my D Not revenge her 


g Wrongs! f ; 
Speak, make thy Proofs, 8 then his Doom's as fiat, 
As when Jove ſpeaks, and high Olympns ſhakes, 
And Fate his Voice obeys. 
' 4,7: ffs DEAT Witneſs, Her n! 


With what Reluctance I produce this Sword, 

This fatal Proof againſt th unhappy Prince, 
Loſt it ſhou'd work your Juſtice to his Ruin. 

| And prove he aim'd at Force, as well as Inceſt. 

_  Theſ. Gods! Tis Illuſion all! Is this the Sword 

By which Procruſtes, Seyron, Pallas fell 2 EI 
Ts this the Weapon which my darling Son 
Swore to employ in nought but Acts of Honour? 
Now, faithful Youth, thou nobly haſt fulfill d 
Thy gen'rous Promiſe. Oh moſt injur d Phadra ! 
Why did 1 truſt to his deceitful Form ? 

bes * blame thy Juſtice, or ſuſpe& thy Truth? 
Thyc. Had you this Morn beheld his ardent Eyes, 
Seen his Arm lockt in her diſhevell'd Hair, 
That Weapon glitt'ring o'er her trembling Boſom, 
Whilft ſhe with ſcreams refus'd his impious Lover, 
Entreating Death, and riſing to the Wound. © - 


ns * you ſeen her, when the frighted Youth” - 
| D 3 82 Retir d 
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54 PRADA a Hol rvs. 
Retir'd at your Approach ; had you then ſeen her, 


In the chaſte Tranſports of becoming Fury, 


Seize on the Sword to pierce: her guiltieſs Boſom, | 


Had you feen this, you cou d nat doubt her Truth. 


Theſ. Oh impious Monſter! Oh forgive me wc! | 


And may the Gods inſpire my/injur'd Soul 

With equal Vengeance that may ſuit his abe 
Lyc. For Phedra's Sake forbear to talk of Vengeance; 

That with new Pains wou'd wound her tender Breaſt : 

Send him away from Crete, and by his. Abſence . 


: Give Phadra Quiet ; ; and afford him Mercy. 


: Theſ: Mevey ! For what! Oh! well has he rewarded 


Poor Phadra s Mercy. Oh moſt barb'rons Traytor 
To wrong ſuch Beauty, and inſult ſuch Goodneſs. 


Mercy! What's that? A Vertue coin'd by Villains; | 


Who praife the Weakneſs which ſupports their Crimes. | 
Be mute, and fly, left when my Rage is rous a, 5 
Thou for thy ſelf in vain implore m y Mercy. 55 


Lyc. Pull Fool, Haughat Mercy more chan thou aof 
More than E do the Juſtice thou'rt fo fond of. 


Now come, young Heroe, to thy Father's Arms, 
Receive the due Reward of haughty Vertue; 
Now vor 17 groom droge al. at ee e 


\ Py 4 
* 1 F * 


eie Hrrelan. | 


2 Theſ. Yet can it ene "AS Bi Villain? 


} 


How great his Preſence, how erect his Look, 


How ev'ry Grace, how all his vertuous Mother 


- Shines in his Face, and charms me from his. . 
Oh Neptune Oh, great Founder of our Race 1... 
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PR DRA and Hipporrros. Fo 
Why wears he not ſome moſt deteſted Form, 
Baleful to Sight, as horrible to Thought; 

That I might act my Juſtice without Grief, 

Puniſh: the Villain, nor regret-the Son? 

Hip. May I preſume to aſk, what ſecret Care 
Broods in your Breaſt, and clouds your royal Brow ? 
Why dart your awful Eyes thoſe angry Beams, 

And fright Hippolitus, they us'd to chear ? | 

® Theſ. Anſwer me firſt : When eall'd to wait on pra 

What ſudden Fear ſurpriz'd your troubl'd Soul? | 

Why did your ebbing Blood forſake your Cheeks? | 

Why did you haften from your Father's Arms, 

To ſhun the Queen your Duty bids you pleaſe ? | 

Hip. My Lord, to pleaſe the Queen I'm W to 

Sant hee, - 

And keep this hated Object from her Echt. 1 
Theſ. Say, what's the Cauſe of herinvetrate Hatred? 
Hip. My Lord, as yet I never gave her Cauſe. | 
Theſ. Oh were it fo! Oo 7 kgs un _ yow at- : 

, Weng here <= 

Hip, When laſt attend her on er Queen! 
Vour Error's known, yet I diſdain to wrong you, 

Or to betray a Fault my ſelf bare caus d. - Ke 

When laſt attend her om 

| Theſ. Anfiver me Airedty; 

Nor dare to trifle with your Father's Rage ET; * 
Hip: My Lord, this very Morn L the Queen. 
Theſ. What paſt? 3 1 

| Hip. I aſkd Permiſſion to retire. 1 - 
5. And was that all? - 
* ee My Lord, Fhiinibly beg 
With the moſt low n N 1 no mare. 
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_Theſ. Yet you don' t anſ wer with mow low Sub- 
p "miſſions. 
Anſwer, or never hope to ſee me more. | 
Bi. Too much he knows, I fear, without my telling; 
And the poor Queen's betray'd and loſt for ever. [4ſide, 
_ Theſ. He changes, Gods! And faulters at the Queſtion: 
His Fears, his Words, his Looks declare him guilty. 
N Ad.. 
Hip. Why do you frown, my Lord ? Why turn away, 
As from ſome loathſome Monſter, not your Son? 
Theſ. Thou art that Monſter, and no more my Son, 
Not one of thoſe of the moſt horrid Form, I 
Oft which my Hand has eas'd the burthen'd Earth, 
Was half ſo ſhocking to my Sight as thou. 
Hip. Where am I, Gods? Is that my Father Theſeust 
3 I awake? Am ! Hippolitus ? 
Theſ, Thou art that Fiend. Thou art Bitpelitus. 
F don art h fall! Oh fatal Stain to Honour! 
How had my vain Imagination form'd thee? 
Brave as Alcides, and as Minos juſtʒ⁵ 
Sometimes it led me-thro' the Maze of War; 5 
There it ſurvey' d thee ranging thro' the Field, 
Mowing down Troops, and dealing out DeſtruRion : 
Sometimes with wholeſom Laws reforming States, 
Crowning their happy Joys with Peace and Toy 5 * 
*M While 70u— 
RY Hip. With al my e inſpir d, 
Burnt with impatient Thirſt of early Honour, 
To hunt thro' bloody Fields the Chaſe of Glory, 
And bleſs your Age with Trophies like your own. 
Gods ! How that warm d me How my theobbing Hear 
Leapt to the Image of my Father's Joy, 
ehre 2 ſhou' d ſtrain me in your a Arms, 
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And with kind Raptures, and with ſobbing Joys 
Commend my Valour, and confeſs your Son ! | 
How did I think my glorious Toyl o'er paid? 
Then great indeed, and in my Father's Love, 3 2 
With more than Conqueſt crown'd ? Go on, Hippolitus, 
Go tread the rugged Paths of daring Honour; 
Practice the ſtricteſt, and auſtereſt Vertue, 
And all the rigid Laws of righteous Minos; 
Theſeus, thy Father Theſeus will reward thee. | 
| Nr Reward thee en as- Minos wou 1 reward 
%, either BD 
| Was Minos then thy Pattern | And did Mines]. 1 5 
The Great, the Good, the Juſt, the Righteous Auna, 
The Judge of Hell, and Oracle of Earth, + 
Did he inſpire Adultery, Force, and Inceſt ? 


f 


7 T#- 6 Oh. * FOR ' 4 j 
7 8 g Iſmenz appears... FS 


Ie. Ha! What's this Dit Dy Cen 
„5 deal E 7 in KEE 
Theſ. Inceſt with Phedra, with thy Mother Phedras 
Hip. This Charge ſo unexpected, ſo. amazing, | 
So new, ſo ſtrange, impoſſible to Thought. 
Stuns my aſtoniſh'd Soul, and tyes my Voice. 
Theſ. Then let this wake hee, W once Hori | 
Sword, 
With which, thy Paths. arm d thy Infant Hand, 
Not for chis Purpoſe... Oh abandon d Slave! 
Oh early Villain! Moſt deteſted Coward“ 
With this my Inſtrument of youthful Glory! 
With this ?-—Oh noble Entrance into Arms 
With this r inyade the ſpotleſs Phadra Honour? 
e My Life! MV n hal my Queen !. 1. 1 


1 


— e „ ˖˙ — AE — ot — 
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This execrable Load 
. Muft Theſeus ſuffer ſuch unheard of Torture! 
 Theſens;-my Father! No, TI break thro all; 


Sdbowi'r all their Curfes on this wretched F Head: | 
0 Oh bas. they d doom me! 1 ene A I | 
£ " Theſ. Ye, the Gods witt 861 thee 
Neu Sword, the Sword! Now fwear,atid call to witneß 
e 'n, Hell 10 Earth. by mark it not from . 
* won | at 


4 


18 e and Hivroravus. 
That very Phadra, for whoſe juſt 


The Gow; wou'd claim thy Sword. 
Hip. Santee Death! 


| Heay' ns ! Durſt I raiſe the far fam d Sword of Theſeus 
' Againſt his Queen, againſt my Mother's Boſom. 
Type. If not, decker When, where, and how 700 


loſt it? 
How Pbadra gain dit ? Oh all the Gade! He's 8 Mens.” 
Why was it bar'd > Whoſe Boſom was it aim' dat? 
What meant thy Arm advanc'd,. thy glowing Cheeks, 


| Thy Hand, Heart, 7 Oh Villain! gs Vil 


lain! 


Hip. Is there no Wa, no Thought, 0 ban of 


Light? 


No clue to guide me thro? this Slory: Mare... 
To clear my Honour, yet preſerve my Fait 


None! None, ye Pow' ppg. mo I mou bencath 
iſhonour 


A Onths; an Vows, all idle Imppecstionz, 
I give em to the Winds. Hear me, my Lord! 
Hear your wrongd Son. The Sword Oh fate Vow! 


Enfnaring-Oaths, and thou, l Fool, . 

0 Bind thy ſelf in voluntary Chains: 35 
Vet to thy fatal Truſt continue firm! + 2 
Beneath Difgrate, ths" infamous yet honeſtt 


Vet hear me, Father, may the righteous 80 


8 7 fy 


"+ 


mn WH cs HDOH:j.j,j )2orVJDAM 2 - 


3 


ö 


PRADA and HrppOrrus. ov 
That breaths beneath ſuch complicated Guilt. 


Hip, Was that like Guilt, when with expanded Arms 


I ſprang to meet you at your wiſh'd Return? 
Does this appear like Guilt? When thus ſerene, 


With Eyes ere, and Viſage unapall'd, 
Fixt on that awful Face, I ſtand the Charge 3 
Amaz'd, not fearing : Say, if I am guilty: 


Where are the conſcious Looks, the Face now pale; | 


Now fluſhing red, the down-caſt haggar'd Eyes, 
Or fixt on Earth, or flowly rais d to catch 
A fearful View, then ſunk again with Horror? 


_ Theſ. This is for raw, untaught, unfiniſh'd Villains. 


Thou in thy Bloom haſt reach'd th abhorr'd Perfection: 
Thuy even Looks cou'd wear a peaceful Calm, 


The beauteous Stamp, (oh Heavens !) of faultleſs Vir- 


| tue, bs 
While thy foul Heart contriv'd this horrid Deed. 


Oh harden d Fiend, can't ſuch tranſcending Crimes 
Diſturb thy Soul, or ruffle thy ſmooth Brow 2 
What no Remorſe ! No Qualms ! No pricking __ 


No feeble Struggle of rebelling Honour! 
O 'twas thy Joy! Thy ſecret Hoard of Blifs, 


To dream, to ponder, act it o'er in Thought; | = | 


To doat,. to. dwell on; as rejoycing Miſers 

Brood o'er their precious Stores of ſecret Gold: 
Hip. Muſt I not ſpeak? Then ſay, unerring Hear, 

Why was. I born with ſuch a Thirſt of Glory? 

Why did this Morning dawn to my Diſhonour 2 Furs 

Why did not pitying Fate with ready Death „ 

Prevent the gut) . 8 

| ; Nee Guilty, indeed: 

Ev'n at the time you heard your Father's Death, 
And ſuch a F ather (Oh 59 Gods * 
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oo PaabnA my Hrrreꝛ vrvs 
. held thee dearer than his Life and Glory 3 
When thou ſhould' ſt 1 the. Skies with cam roug 
rien 
Beat thy ſad Breaſt, and tear thy farting Hair; 
Then to my Bed to force your impious way; 
With horrid Luſt t inſult my yet warm Urn; 
Make me the Scorn of Hell, and Sport for Fiends! 
Theſe are the Fun'ral Honours paid to Theſeus, 
Theſe are the Sorrows, theſe the hallow'd Rites, 
To which ew call your Faber hoy' e n 


c 


L . Enter mens. 43 


> Oo. 


1. Hear me, my Lord, e er yet you | fi his Doom: 
(Turning to Theſeus. 


Hear one that comes to ſhield his injur'd ane 


+ t4s 


Mer Julie bids me hear thee. | 
Iſin. Thus I thank you. [niet 
Then know, miſtaken Prince, his honeſt Soul we 
Cou d ne'er.be ſway d by impious Loye to , | 
Since I before-engag'd his early Vous; 9 : 
With all my Wiles ſubdu d his ſtruggling Heart; 
Fx long his Duty ſtrugg!'d with his Love. = 
Ju. Speak, is this true? On thy Obedience, ſpeak. 
Bi. So chargd, I own the dang'rous Truth; 1 own, 
of Againſt her Will, I lov'd the fair eng. 
| Theſ, Canſt thou be only clear d by Pibbe hence, 
And juſtify d by Crimes — What ! Love my Foe! 
Love one deſcended. from a Race of Tyrants, 
Whoſe Blood ore N on her th: Sword t - 
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P.zpra.4and HieeoLtitus, 
Tm curſt each Moment I delay thy Fate: | 
Haſte to the Shades,, and tell the happy Pallas 
1/mena's Flames, and let him taſte ſuch Joys 
As thou giv'ſt me; go tell applauding Minos 


The pious Love you bore his Daughter phadra; 
Tell it the chat' ring Ghoſts, and hiffing Furies, 


Tell it the grinning Fiends, till Hell ſound nothing 
To. thy. pleas'd Ears but Phedra and mens, 


1 Enter Cratander. 23 5 
Seize Io brannte, take this guilty Sword, 
Let his own Hand avenge the Crimes it A | 


61 


And bid him die, at leaſt, like Theſeus SOR. GL 150 _ 
Take him away and execute my Orders. —_ 
0p Heav'ns ! How that' ſtrikes wes e it wounds = 1 
| my Sou! wa 
To think of your unutterable Wenden Arc BH A 
When you ſhall find Hippolitus was guiltleſs! + a 
| 9 


Vet when you know the Innocence you doom'd, 
When you ſhall mourn your Son's unhappy Fate, 
Oh, I beſeech you by the Love you bore. me, 
With my laſt Words, (my Words will then prewih. 
Oh for my Sake forbear to touch your Ts! ae dQ 
Nor wound again Hippolitus in Theſeu n. 
Let all my Vertues, all my Joys ſurvive it a5 
Freſh in your Breaft, but be my Woes W 5 
The Woes which Fate, and not my Father, — 
Oh! Let me dwell for ever in your Thoughts, 
Let me be honour d ſtill, but not deplor d. 5 
The. Then thy, chief, Care is for thy Father 's Life. 
Oh blooming Hipocrite ! Oh young Difſembler ! 
Well haſt thou ſhewn LE Care thou t tak ſt of Theſes. 
Oh all ye Gods! How this enflames my Fury 


* ; 
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| J ſcarce can hold my Rage ; my eager Hands 
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Tremble to reach thee.” No, diſhonour'd Thea E- 
Blot not thy Fame with ſuch a Monſter” 8 Blood. 
Snatch him away. 
Biz. Lead on. Farewel, Iſmena. 
1hn. Oh! Take me with him, let me ſhare his Fate, 
Oh awful Theſeus , Yet revoke his Doom: 1 
See, ſee the very Miniſters, of Death, 6 
Tho' bred to Blood, yet ſhrink, and lth to ſave him, 
Theſ. Slaves, peer: tear Ker. from him, cut bet 
Arms off. 
I/m. Oh! Tear me, cut me, till ry ſever'd Binde 
Grow to my Lord, and ſhare the 8 he nw. 
9% Vila away. 
? Vn. O Theſeus' 5 Near me, "FAR me. 


re Away, nor taint me with _ OUTTA nere 


Off, Woman. 
WEE. : your Say, oh way! Ti tell you all; 
LS on rie T Theſeus. 
Already gone. — it ye conſeious Walls; 
Bear it ye Winds upon your pitying Wings: 
Reſound it, Fame, with all your hundred 3 


Oh hapleſs-Youth ! All Heav'n conſpires "inſt 2 , 


The conſcious. Walls. conceal the fatal Secret: 
P' untainted Winds refuſe th infecting Load: 5 
And Fame it ſelf is mute ——Nay, . ev'n Iſinena, 

Thy own. 1/mena's ſworn to thy Deſtrudtion. | 


But ftill, whate'er the cruel Gods deſign, 
In the ſame Fate our equal Stars combine, | 
And he who Foes wy" Death rn b mine. 
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N ACT v. 


Enter Phedra and Lycon. 5 


Lyc. A your fale? 2 Oh! 1 On my Knees 1 1 heg yous 
By all the Gods, recal the fatal Meſſage. 
Heav'ns ! Will you ſtand the dreaded: Rage of Theſeus ? 
And brand your Fame, and work your own Deſtruction? 
| Phad. By thee Pm branded, and by thee deſtroy d 5 
Thou Boſom Serpent, thou alluring Fend? 
Yet ſhan't you boaſt the Miſeries you eauſe, 77 l 
Nor ſcape the Ruin you have brought on 1 th UH 
Lyc. Was it not your Command? Has faintiful Lycon 
Fer ſpoke;,'&'er thought, defign'd, contriv'd, or wR_ 
Has he done ought without the Queen's Conſent ?? | ;: 
_ Phad. Phead'fi thou Om to What: r fult in- 
ſpir'dſt ? 
Was that Conſent? O ſenſeleſs Politicians. = 
When adverſe Paſſions ſtrugg!'d' in my Brea, Als 
When Anger, Fear, Love, Sorrow, Guilt, Deſpair | 
Drove out my Reaſon; and uſurp d my Sl. 
Yet this Conſent you plead, O faithful Lycon /, 1 22 
Oh! only zealous for the Fame of Phedra aa 
With this you blot my Name, and clear your on, ' 
And what's my Frenzy, will be call d 1 my Cline 
What then is thine? Thou cool defiberate Vilan. 1 
Them wiſe -forethinkihg,- weighing Politicfan! 
Tyc. Oh! Twas ſo 8 my MeL Tongue. Per 
coil'd - ur 07 bn 
At een and Horror ſhook my sel 
Ver 


6 PnæDnA of Hip OL Tru 
| Yet fiill, tho' pierc'd with ſuch amazing Anguiſh, 


Such was my Zeal, ſo much I lov'd my Queen, 
I broke through all, R Life of Phadra. 


Phad. What's Life? Oh all ye Gods! Can Life atone 
For all the monſtrous Crimes by which tis bought? 
Or can I live ?. When thou, oh Soul ef Honour 
Oh early Heroe ! By my Crimes art ruin'd. 

Perhaps ev'n now. the. great; unhappy; Youth - + y 
Falls by the ſordid Hands of butchering Villaing;,. 


Now, now. he bleeds, he dies. Oh perjur'd em 


See, his rich Hlood in Purple Torrents flows, 
And Nature ſallies in unbidden G i. . 
Now mortal Pangs diſtort his lovely Berne, 

His Roſie Beauties fade, 2 Mary Eyes 


Ne in ſhort Gaps: his lab'ring ee 7 


And weakly flutters on his fault ring Tongue, 
And ſtruggles into Sound. Hear, Monſter, N re 
With his laſt Breath he curſes perjur d Phædra: Ay 
He ſummons Phedra to the Bar of Mino; 
Thou too ſhalt there appear; to torture thee 
Whole Hell ſhall be employ d, and ſuff ring. Phedra 
| Shall find ſome Eaſe to ſee thee ſtill, more wretched, 
_ Tyc. Oh, any e: Rowens/| . * laune ken an ma hea 
6 me, Pak Th Miet *J. fi 34 HO z $38 
By all my Teal, by all my anxious Cars Uns 
By thoſe unhappy! Crimes I wrought to * you, 177 
By theſe old wither'd Limbs, and hoary Hairs, 
Zy allmy Tears Oh Heav'ns! She minds me not; 
She hears not my Complaints. Oh wretched en! 1 
Eo whatcart thay: reſerw d? Jeld 0 T 10. | 
-Phad. — 5 to all "Tre . 
Is ſharpeſt; bone Fains that Earth can furniſh, 
29 T to 


| Lycon carried off. 


Ha! 1 Theſeus, Gods! My freezing Blood congeals, 
And all my 1 Deſigns, and Words are tot. 


Enter Theſeus. 


110 Doſt thou at laſt repent? Oh ah Phadra * 
At laſt with equal Ardour meet my Vows: 
O dear bought Bleſſing! Yet I'll not complain, 
Since now my ſharpeſt Grief is all o'erpaid, 


And only heightens Joy.——Then haſte, my Charmer, 


Let's feaſt our famiſh'd Souls with amorous Riot, 


With fierceſt Bliſs atone for our Delay, FE 
And in a Moment love the Age we've loſt, 


 Phad. Stand off, approach me, mon me not X | 


hence, 
Far as the diſtant Skies or deepeſt Gan 


Theſ. Amazement! Death! Ye Gods who {pa the 


World, 
What can this mean? 80 fierce a Deteſtation, 


So ſtrong Abhorrence!— Speak, exquiſite Tormentor + 


, 


Was it for this your Summons fill'd my Soul 

With eager Raptures, and tumultuous Tranſports ? 

Ev'n painful Joys, and Agonies of Blis, + 

Did I for this obey my Phedra's Call, 

And fly with trembling Haſte to meet her Arms? 

And am I thus receiv'd ? O cruel Phedra! 

Was it for this you rouz'd my drouzie Sou 

From the dull Lethargy of hopeleſs Love? 

And doſt thou only ſhew thoſe beauteous Eres 10 
Wy wake Deſpair, and blaſt me with their — | 


had. | 


— and HrpyoLITus. 6 
To all wiſh—On Phedra——Guards ſecure him, 
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Phed. Oh! Were chat all to which the Gods hav 
_ doom'd me; 


But angry Heav'n has laid in Store for Theſeus 


Such perfect Miſchief, ſuch tranſcendent Woe, 


| That the black Image ſhocks my frighted Soul, 
And the Words dye on my reluctant Tongue. 


Theſ. Fear not to ſpeak it; that barmonious Voice 
Will make the ſaddeſt Tale of Sorrow pleaſing, 
And charm the Grief it brings. Thus let me hear it, 
Thus in thy Sight; thus gazing on thoſe Eyes, 
I can ſupport" the utmoſt Spite of Fate, 


— 


had Of, or I fly for: ever 080 thy fight: ; 


, And ſtand. how Rage of nne Ay Approneh, m my 


Shall I embrace the Father of Hippolitus ? 


Theſ. Forget the Villain, drive him from your Soul, 


4 Phad. Can I forget? O drive from my Soul? 


Oh! he will ſtill be preſent to my Eyes; 


His Words will ever eccho in my Ears; 
Skill will he be the Torture of my Days, 


Bane of my Life, and Ruin of my Glory. 
Theſ. And mine andral}: SOR moſt abandon d Vit 
_ . | 


. laſting Scandal to our * Godlike Race! Fac 
That cou'd contrive a Crime ſo: foul as Inceſt. 


Phed. Inceſt! Oh name it not 


The very mention ſhakes. my inmoſt Soul : 
The Gods are ſtartled in their peaceful Manſions, 


And Nature ſickens at the ſhocking Sound. . 
Thou brutal Wretch! Thou execrable Monfter ! p 


To break thro' all the Laws that early flow 8 | 
From untaught Reafon, and diſtinguiſh Man; 


* like the RCs Herd with — — 5: 
Mother 


T 


Mother and Son prepofteronfly wicked ; 

To baniſh from thy Soul the Reverence due 

To Honour, Nature, ind the genial Bed, 

And injure one ſo great, ſo good as Theſeus; | 

Theſ. To injure one ſo great, ſo good as phedra; ; 
Oh Slave! To wrong fach Purity as thine, 

Such dazling Brightneſs, ſuch exalted Vertue. 

Phad. Vertue! All- ſeeing Gods, you know my Vertue. 
Muſt I fupport all this? O righteous Heav'n! | 
Can't F'yet ſpeak ? Reproach I could have born, 
Pointed his Satyrs Stings, and edg'd his e 
But to be prais d — Now, Minos, I defy thee; 

Ev'n all thy dreadful Magazines of Pains, 
Stones, Furies, Wheels are . to what I _— 


And Helt it ſelf” 8 Relief. | 
© © Theſ, What's Hell to mee? 


What une could thou commit? Or Res 


Cou'd Innocence ſo pure as Phædra's Fear. \ 
Oh, thou'rt the chaſteſt Matron of thy Sex, 
The faireſt Pattern of excelling Vertue. 


Our lateſt Annals ſhall record thy Glory, 8 3 


The Maid's Example, and the Matron's Theme. 

Each ſkilful Artift ſhall expreſs thy Form, 

In animated Gold. The threatning Sword 

Shall hang for ever o'er thy ſhowy Bofom; . 

Such Heay'nly Beauty on thy Face ſhall bloom, 
As ſhall almoſt excuſe the Villain's Crime; 

ns yet that Firmneſs, that unſhaken Vertue, 


As ſtill ſhall make the Monſter more deteſted. 


Where e' er you paſs, the crouded way ſhall ſound 
With-joyful Cryes, and endleſs Acclamations : 

And when aſpiring Bards, in daring Strains 
_ mile ſome Hear n Matron to the Powers, 
| They'll 
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1 hey ll ſay, ſhe's Great, ſhe's True, ſhe's Chaſte as Phe. 


> 
' Phad. This might have jams - But now, ok cruel 
a | 
Now, as I paſs, the crouded. way ſhall ſound. 
With hifling Scorn, and murm'ring Deteſtation: 
The lateſt Annals ſhall record my Shame; 
And when th' avenging Muſe with pointed Rage 
Wou'd fink ſome impious Woman down to Hell, 
She'lt ſay, ſhe's Falſe, ſhe's Baſe, ſhe's Faul as Phedra, 
Theſ. Hadſt thou been foul, had horrid Violation 
Caſt any Stains on Purity like thine, 
They're waſh'd already in the Villain's Blood: 
The very Sword, his Inſtrument of Horror, ; 
E're this time drench'd in his inceſtuous Heart, 
Has done thee Juſtice; l ant d 10 n 
He: * it to nen 18 751 5 


uur 2 ls. att. v1 


8 3 Alas | my Tons... 

P're this the Prince is dead,—l faw 1 
Give him a Sword.— 1 ſaw him boldly take wa 
| Rear it on high, and point it to his Breaſt, . 
With ſteady Hands, and with diſdainful Locks, 
As one that fear d not Death, but ſcorn'd to . : 
And not in Battle ——A loud Clamour follow'd : 
And the ſurrounding Soldiers hid from Sight, 5 
| * all pronounc'd him Dead. 

, e e Is he then Dead 3 

Theſ. Ye, yes, he's dead: and feat by: wy Com- 
man 


5 Andi in this ade. AQ of Las 


"vo 


PnzprA and HiproLIruvs. 69 
Im more renown'd than in my dear-bought Lawrels. 
Phed. Then thou'rt renown'd indeed. — Oh happy 
Theſeu ! 
Oh, only worthy of the Love of hrs! / 5 
Haſte then, let's joyn our well- met Hands ME - 
Unite for ever, and defie the Gods | 
To ſhew a pair fo eminently wretched. | 
Thef: Wretched ! For what? ? For what the World 
muſt praiſe me. | 
For what the Nations ſhall adore my juſtice, | 
A Villain's Death : 27 el 4 
2 Phæd. 'Hidpalitus 1 a Villain 4 
Oh, be was all his Godlike Sire cou'd ith E3 
The Pride of Theſeus, and the Hopes of Crete. 9. 
Nor did the braveſt of his Godlike Race K 
Tread with ſuch early Hopes the Paths of Heuer. ö 
Theſ. What eus "TR mean 805 eden e 
Phadra © 2 : 
Kay; hence theſe Rifting Guits of caſhing Rage ? 
Why are chy doubtful Speeches dark and troubl'd, 
As Cretan Seas when vext by warring Winds? 
Why i is a Villain, with alternate Paſſion, 
Accus d and prais'd, deteſted and deplor d? 
Phed. Canſt thou not gueſs . 
Canſt thou not read it in my furious Paſſions 2 
In all the wild Diſorders of my Soul? 
Cou dſt thou not ſee it in the noble walli 
That urg d the daring Youth' to Acts of Honour? 
Cou dſt thou not find it in the gen rous Truth, 
Which ſparkl d in his yes, and open d in his Face ET 
Cou'dft not perceive it in n the chaſte Reſerbve? | 
In every Word and Look, each Godlike Act, 7 oL't 
Sou d aft thou not fee bre, was as guiltleſs? | fy 1% 
e 


0 


wo Pn en 1 


_ The. Guiltleſs ! Oh all ye Gods! What can this mean? I Yo! 
Pad. Mean That the Guilt is mine, that vertuous Chi 


Phadara, © | 

The Maid's Example; and the Matron's. Theme or 

Wich beſtial Paſſion woo d your loathing Son. rn 

2 And when deny'd, with impious Accuſation Ince 
Sully'd the Luſtre of his ſhining: Honour ; OT 


Ot my on Crimes accus d the Faultleſs Vouth, Can 
And with enſnaring Wiles n DE se: 
3 try'd i in 1 vin * ſhake. 037: Ted 5 8 No | P 
1 ©. The. Is he then gulltlef 7 | 
_ Guiltleſs ! Then what art thou: ae ba Hear'n on, 
i What a deteſted Parricide is Theſeus ? The 
| > Phead.WhatamT? What indeed, dut e one . Fro! 
Than Earth, or Hell e er bore !- O'horrid Mixture IId 
Of Crimes, and Woes, of Parricide, and In eſt, And 
Perjury. Murther; W arm the erring Father EI 
Againſt the guiltleſs Son. O impious Lycon.; 54 Er 
In what a Hell of Woes thy Arts have Plung d me. Dor 
Theſ. TLycen / Here, Guards ——Oh moſt abandon d The 
„dies c: . 
Secure 2 2 ſrive him, dr him Piece-Meal hither, . 


- 


is Ic 


| —_ . Who my {ak mera y your i high Di- On 

_ "Fm Theſe. Who can it 5 ye Gods, but perjur e 
WES Who can inſpire. ſuch. Storms of. Rage, but Zycon? T 
+ Where has my, Sword left one ſo black, but Lycou 2 Sucl 
| Where Wretched Theſeus In thy Bed and Heart, Suck 
The very darling of my Soul —̃ L 


On beauteous Ficyd : But truſt not to oy Form. Fo 
A , 
_ ... 5 Voi 


* 


us 


? 
( 


PAD, and HieroLITus, or 
You too, my Son, was fair; your manly Beauties 


Charm'd every Heart 0 Heavens! ) to your De- 


ſtruction. 
vou too were good, your vertuous Soul dem d 
The Crimes for which you dy d. Oh impious , 4 
Inceſtuous Fury! Execrable Murth'reſs! —_ f 
Is there Revenge on Earth, or Pain in . 


Can Art in vent, or boiling Rage ſuggeſt, 01 et 
Ey'n endleſs Torture which thou ſhalt not ſufferꝰ) 


Phæd. And is there ought on Dau wou d not 
ſuffer? 
Oh, were there enden equal to my Gina 
Thou needſt not claim it, moſt unhappy Youth, 
From any Hands but mine: T'avenge thy Fate 
I'd court the fierceſt Pains, and ſue for Tortures; 
And Phadra's Suff rings ſhou'd atone for thine: 


7 


Ey n now I fall a Victim to thy Wrongs; 


Evin now a fatal Draught works out my Soul; 


Ev'n now it curdles in my ſhrinking Veins. 1 10 


The lazy Blood, and freezes at my Heart. 


Lycon n in. 5 F 


The. iat thou ede my! wh ve, impiow 


Lycon, 
On thee Tl! empty all my hoard of Vengeance, 
And glut my houpdleſs . 
Tyc. O! Mercy, Mercy ! 
Theſ. Such 5 ſhalt find as thy beſt Deeds ave, 
Such as thy guilty Soul can hope from Theſtus 8 HS 
Such as thou ſhew dſt to poor Hippolitus. N 
Lyc. Oh chain me! Whip me! Let a the Sor 
* e Rn, and inſuling Saeed * 
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572 PrzprA and nnn 
Give me but Life, and make that Life moſt wretched 


">S 


— 


* 


had. Art thou ſo baſe, ſo ſpiritleſs a Slave? 


5 Not ſo the lovely Vouth thy Arts have ruin d, 


Not ſo he bore the Fate to which you doom'd him, | 
+ Theſ. Oh abje& Villain! Yet it gives me Joy 
To ſee the Fears that ſhake thy guilty Soul, 


Enhance thy Crimes, and antedate thy Woes. 


Oh, how thou'lt how! thy. fearful-Soul away ; 
While laughing Crowds ſhall echo to thy Cries, - 


And make thy Pains their, Sport. . hence, away 


with him, 


: Drag him to all the Torments Earth can furniſh; 


0 Loet him be wrackt and gaſh d, impal'd alive; 


Then let the mangl'd Monſter, fixt on high, 


Grin o'er the ſhouting Crowds, and glut their Vengeance. 


And is this all? And art thou now appeas d? ? 


Will this atone for poor Hippolizus 7 | 


Oh ungorg'd Appetite! Oh rav'nous Thirſt 


Of a Son's Blood! What not a Day, a Moment! 


 Phad, A Day! * 1 thou ſhould ſt hare 
1 
Years, Ages, all the round of circling „ | 
F'er touch the Life of that conſummate Youth. 


Thef. And yetiwith-Joy I flew to his Deſtruction, 


Boaſted his Fate, and triumph'd in his Ruin. 
Not this I promis'd to his dying Mother, 


When in her mortal Pangs ſhe ſighing gave me 
The laſt cold Kiſſes from her trembling Lips, 
And reach'd her feble wand' ring Hands to mine ; 


When her laſt Breath now quiy'ring at her Mouth, 


Implor'd my Goodneſs to her lovely gon; "ng = es” 
To her Hippolitws. * He, alas „„ 
An dy Vietim * enn bibi 


8 0 
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(Oh Heay' n and'Earth-!) by Theſes doom'd, deſcends. 
Phad. He's doom'd by Theſeus, but accus'd "a —_— 
By Phedra's Madneſs, and by Lycon's Hatred. 

Yet with my Life I expiate my Frenzy, 
And dye for thee, my Headlong Rage deſtroy 4 
Thee I purſue, (oh great ill-fated Vouth !) 

Purſue thee ſtill, but now with chaſte Deſires; 

Thee thro' the diſmal waſte of gloomy Death ; 

Thee thro' the glimm'ring Dawn, and purer Day, 

Thro' all th' Elyſian Plains: O righteous Minos“ 

Elyſian Plains! There he and his Jſinena | 

Shall ſport for ever, ſhall for ever drink _ 

Immortal Love ; while I far off ſhall how! 

In lonely Plains; while all the blackeſt Ghoſts 

Shrink 

Ang more accurſt than they. 5 
| | | Theſ. I too ma 90 "Rp 

I too ue once more ſee the burning Shoar 

Of livid Acheron and black Cocytus, 

Whence no Alcides will releaſe me now. 

Phad. Then why this ſtay ? Come on, let's biunge 

together: + 

See Hell ſets wide its Adamantine Gates, 

See thro' the ſable Gates the black Cocytus 

In ſmoaky Circles rowls its fiery Waves: 

Hear, hear the ſtunning Harmonies of Woe, 

| The din of rattling Chains, of claſhing Whips, 

Of Groans, of loud Complaints, of piercing Mar | 
That wide thro' all its gloomy World reſound. * 
How huge Megara ſtalks! what ſtreaming Fires 
Blaze from her glaring Eyes! what Serpents curl 
In horrid Wreaths, and hiſs around her Head! 

Now, now ſhe * me to the Bar of Mines, | 
* . 
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Þ Muſt each portentous Moment riſe in Crimes, 5 


77 PurzprA and HiproLrrus. 

See how the awful Judges of the Dead 

Look ſtedfaſt hate, and horrible diſmay ! 

See Minos turns away his loathing Eyes 
Rage choaks his ſtruggling Words: The fatal Urn 

Drops from his trembling Hand: O all ye Gods! 

What, Lycon here! Oh execrable Villain ! 

Then am I ftill on Earth? By Hell I am, 


A Fury now, a Scourge preſerv'd for Lycon ! 


See, the juſt Beings offer to my Vengeance 
That impious Slave. Now, Lycon, for Revenge; 
Thanks, Heav'n, tis here I' ſteal it to his Heart, 


¶ Miſtaking Theſeus for Lycon, offers o 4 1 


Guards. Heav'ns ! tis your Lord. 
 Phad. My Lord ! 0 equal; cav'n! 


And fallying Life go off in Parricide ? 
Then traſt not thy ow Drugs. Thus ſure of Dh 
[tabs her ſelf. 
Compleat thy Honom- Nd if * ſuffice Nw 
Thou, Minos, do the reſt; - ©: 2X 
© 2» Theſ, At length the $ ule,” 
And Earth now bans not ſuch a Wretch 28 Foes; ; 
| Yet I'll obey Hippolitus, and live: 
Then to the Wars; and as the Corybantines, 
Wit claſhing Shields, and braying Trumpets drown'd 
The Cries of fant- Joe. III ſtifle Conſcience, 
And Nature's Murmurs in the din of Arms. 
But what are Arms to me? Is he not dead 
For whom I fought ? For whom my hoary Age 
Glow'd' with the boiling Heat of Youth in Battel ? * 
How then to drag a wretched Life rk 
An endleſs round of ſtill returning Woes, | 
And all the N Pangs of vain Remorfe: 3 wn | 
392 Vhat 
N | 


S O 2 -& 


"ling 


-  Pn@DRA and Hieeorntus: 73 
What Torment's this? — Therefore, O greatly * 
Therefore do Juſtice on thy ſelf. and live; | 


Live above all-moſt infinitely wretched. | 
Iſmena too Nay, then AVenging Heavin 


Ifmena Enters. 


Has yented all its Rage—O wretched Maid! | 
Why doſt thou come to ſwell my raging Grief ? 
Why add to Sorrows, and embitter Woes? _ 
Why do thy mournful Eyes upbraid my Guilt ? 
Why thus recal to my afflicted Soul oo _ 
The ſad Remembrance of my God-like Son, 
Of chat dear Youth my Cruelty has ruin d? . 
Iſi. Ruin'd O all ye Powers! O awful Theſeus! 


Say, where's my Lord ? Ws" where has Fate _—_ 4 


lim? | 
Oh ſpeak ! the Fear diſtracts me. 
| . Theſ, Gods! Can 10 ſpeak? 2 
Can I declare his Fate to his 1/mena? © 
Oh lovely Maid! Cou'dſt thou admit of Comfort, 
Thou ſhou'dſt for ever be my only Care, 


* 


Work of my. Life, and Labour of my Soul. 


For thee alone, my Sorrows; lull'd, ſhall ceaſe; 

Ceaſe for a while to mourn my murther'd Son: 

For thee alone my Sword once more ſhall rage, 
Reſtore the Crown, of which it robb'd your Race: 
Then let your Grief give way to thoughts of Empire; 
At thy own Athens reign. The happy Crowd 


Beneath thy eaſie Yoke with Pleaſure bow, 


And think in thee their own Minerva reigns. 
In. Muſt I then reign ? NO muſt I live without 
7 him? - | | SY 
ERR | E 2 | Not 


2 
Py 


” Pn DRA and HieyoLITus. 


Not fo, oh Godlike Youth ! you lov'd 1ſmena ; | 


You, for her ſake, refus'd the Cretan Empire, 


And yet a nobler Gift, the Royal Phedra.. 
Shall I then take a Crown, a guilty Crown, 


From the relentleſs Hand that doom'd thy Death? > 
Oh! 'tis in Death alone I can have Eaſe. 


And thus I find it. [Offers o fab her ble 
| Enter Hippolitus. | 
b. O Forbear Nee ! 


'F orbear; chaſte Maid, to wound thy. tender Boſom 3 
Oh Heav'n and Earth! ſhou'd ſhe reſolve to die, 


And ſnatch all Beauty from the widow'd Earth ? 
Was it for me, ye Gods! ſhe'd fall a Victim? N 


Was it for me ſhe'd dye? O heav'nly Virgin! 
See, ſee thy own Hippolitus, who * & 


And hopes to live for thee. 
Iſm. Hippolitus t 


Am 1 alive or-dead ? Is this EH 


"Tis he, *fis all Hippolitus. 
Ar't thou not wounded ? | 
| _ Theſ. Oh unliop d- for 901 . 


Art well? | 


Stand off, and let me fly into his Arms, 


Speak, ſay,” what God, what Miracle preſerv d thee; . 
Did'ſtꝭ thou not ſtrike thy Father's cruel e | 


My Sword, into thy Breaſt? 4 
Hip. I aim FF it there. 


Ms Sai racks it from my ſelf, and flew Cratander; 
The Guards, not truſted with his fatal Orders, 
. Granted my Wiſh, and brought me to the King: 


I feard not Death, but cou'd not bear the 8 


Of Theſens Sorrow, and»1/mena's Lois; 
Therefore I haſten d to your Royal Preſence, 


* 
WW 


Here 


vr , .f 24 


{EE oy Hirrorrrus. — 


Here to receive my Doom. 
Theſ. Be this thy 3 : 
To live for ever in 1/mena's Arms. 
Go, heav'nly Pair, and with your dazling Vertues, 
Your Courage, Truth, your Innocence and Love, 
Amaze and charm Mankind; and rule that Empire, 
For which in vain your Rival Fathers fought, 
Im. Oh killing Foy ! 
Hip. Oh Extaſie of Bliſs! 
Am 1 poſſeſs d at laſt of my Iſmena ? 
Of that Celeſtial Maid, oh pitying Gods! 
How ſhall I thank your-Bounties for my Suff rings, 
For all my Pains, and all the Pangs I've born? 
Since 'twas to them I owe divine 1/ena, 
To them I owe the dear Conſent of Theſeus. 
Yet there's a Pain lies heavy on my Heart, 
For the diſaſtrous Fate of hapleſs Phedra. | 
' Theſ. Deep was her Apguilh, for the Wrongs the 
did you 
She choſe to dye, and in "OR Death deplor d 
Your Fate, and not her own. 
| Hip. I've heard it all. 
O had not Paſſion ſully'd her Renown, 
None e'er on Earth had ſhone with equal Luſtre z 
80 glorious liv'd, or ſo lamented dy d. 
Her Faults were only Faults of raging Love, 
Her Virtues all her own. 
5 Iſm. Unhappy Phadra. / 
Was there no other way, ye pitying Pow'rs, 
No other Way to crown 1/mena's Love? 
Then muſt I ever mourn her cruel Fate, 
And in the midſt of my triumphant Joy, 
Ev'n in wy Hero's Arms confeſs ſome Sorrow... 


=, PnDRA and HipyoLITvs. 


Theſ. 2 tender Maid! forbear with ill-tim'd Grief, 
To damp our Bleflings, and incenſe the Gods; 
But let's away, and pay kind Heav'n our Thanks 
For all the Wonders in our Favour wrought ; 


That Heav'n, whofe Mercy reſcu'd erring Theſeus 
From execrable Crimes, and endleſs Woes. 


Then learn from me, ye Kings that rule the World, | 
With equal Poize, let ſteddy Juſtice ſway, - - 
And flagrant Crimes with certain Vengeance pay, 


But till the Proofs are clear the Stroak delay. 


Hip. The righteous Gods that Innocence require, 
Protect the Goodneſs which themſelves inſpire ; 


VUnguarded Virtue humane Arts defies, 


Th Accus d i is appr. While th ' Accuſer dyes. 


"hs 


5 omnes. 


The End of the 1 4. 


ug VVA 


. f WH 
WD SO GW; 
IJ- \ DJ KS — — 8 N\ © 
j PA NA 
af Hs 1 — J N , 
— 1 "1 — 
FI 
A \ Z N IJ 7 
2 \4\} 
2 9 


— 1 


1 8 0 ) 


P O ** M 


To the Memory of 


Mr. FOHN PHILIPS. 


To a FRIEND. 


== ENCE our r If ſilently teptores 


| . : The Bard who ſpread her Fame ws | 


ſtant Shores; 
Since nobler Pens mein ma Lays 
- ſuſpend; | 
My honeſt Zeal, if not my Verſe, conan 
Forgive the Poet, and approve the Friend. 
Your Care had long his fleeting Life reſtrain'd,, 
9 Table fed Lou, and one Bed contain'd ;. 
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3 the Memory of Mr. JohN PHILIPS. | 
For his dear Sake long reſtleſs Nights you bore, 5 in 


> ˙ , r TT TV UM TT DT ST 


Much was his Pain, but your Affliction more. 


Oh! had no Summons from the noiſy Gown | T 
Call'd thee, unwilling, to the nauſeous Tw m T 
Thy Lore had o'er the dull Diſeaſe prevaild. in 
Thy Mirth had cur'd where baffled Phyſick fail'd; v 


But fince the Will of Heay'n his Fate decreed, 
To thy kind Care my worthleſs Lines ſucceed; _ 
Fruitleſs our Hopes, tho pious our Eſſays, ._ 
Yours. to preſerve a Friend, and mine to praife. 


Oh! might 1 1210 kim: in Mileenian "Sg 

With Strains like thoſe he ſung on Glo. es Herſe; 
But with the meaner Tribe I'm forc'd to chime, 
And wanting Strength to Tiſe, deſcend to Rhyme. | 

With other Fire his glorious Blenheim ſhines, 
And all the Battel thunders in his Lines; + 
His nervous Verſe great Boileau's Strength tranſcends, 

And France to * as to Churchill, bends. 


t > <<! < 


oh! various Bard, ow all our Pow'rs al, 
You now diſturb, and now divert the Soul: 
| Milton and Butler in thy Muſe combine, 
Above the laſt thy manly Beauties ſhine; 
For as I've ſeen when Rival Wits contend, 
One gayly charge, one gravely wiſe defend ; 
This on quick Turns and Points in yain relies, 0 


eren 


This with a Look demure, and ſteddy Eyes, 
With dry Rebukes, or ſneering Praiſe replies. 
So thy grave Lines extort a juſter Smile, 
: Reach Butler's F ancy, but . his Style; ; 


MEE Io es 


He 


He ſpeaks Scarron's low Phraſe i in humble Strains, 
In Thee the ſolemn Air of great Cervantes reigns. 
What ſounding Lines his abject Themes expreſs, 
What ſhining Words the pompous Shilling dreſs ? 
There, there my Cell, immortal made, outvics. 
The frailer Piles which o'er its Ruins riſe. 
In her beſt Light the Comick Muſe appears, 
When ſhe, with borrow'd Pride, the Buskin wears: 


So when Nurſe Nokes to act young Ammon tries, 
With ſhambling Legs, long Chin, and fooliſh Eyes 
With dangling Hands he ſtrokes th' Imperial Robe, 
And with a Cuckold's Air commands the Globe: 


The Pomp and Sound the whole Buffoon diſplay FL 51 


And Ammon s Son more Mirth than Gomez. made. | 


Forgive, dear Shade, the Seene my Folly draws,. 
Thy Strains divert the Grief thy Aſhes cauſe: 


| When Orpheus ſings the Ghoſts no more —_— | 


But, in his lulling Muſick, loſe their Pain: 
So charm the Sallies of thy Georgick Muſe, 
So calm our Sorrows, and our Joys infuſe ; ; 
Here rural Notes a gentle Mirth inſpire,. 
Here lofty Lines the kindling Reader fire, 


| Like that fair Tree you praiſe, the Poem charms, - 


Cools like the Fruit, or like. the Juice It warms. 


/ 


Bleſt Clime, which rage! s fruitful Streams improve, 


Etrurias Envy, and her Coſmo's Love; 
Redſtreak he quaffs beneath the Chianti Vine, 
Gives Tuſcan yearly for thy Scud'more's Wine, 
And'ev'n. his Taſſo would exchange for thine. 


To the Mennry of Mr. Joun Puitvs. 79 
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80 To the Memory of H. Joan Panties. 
Riſe, riſe, Roſcommon, ſee the Blenheim Muſe, 
The dull Conſtraint of monkiſh Rhyme refuſe ; 
See, o er the Alps his tow'ring Pinſons ſoar, 
Where never Engliſh Poet reach d before: 

See mighty Coſmo s Counſeller and Friend, 


By turns on Coſmo and the Bard attend; 


Rich in the Coyns and Buſts of ancient dune, 
In him he brings a nobler Treaſure home; | 
In them he views her Gods, and Domes ke: 'd, 


In him the Soul of Rome, and Yirgils mighty Mind: 


To him for Eaſe retires from Toils of State, 
Not half ſo "ou to wang as tranſlate, 


Our Sener, I by Piſun Poets. taught, | 
To us their Tales, their Style and Numbers brought. 
To follow ours now Tuſcan Bards deſcend, 
From Philips borrow, tho' to Spencer lend, 7g 
Like Philips too the Yoke of Rhyme diſdain; 
They firſt on Engliſh Bards impos'd the Chain, 0 
Firſt by an Engliſh Bard from N bp their n 0 
San. 


biene Rhyme, that cramps to 1 Chime, 
The gay, the ſoft, the florid, and ſublime; . 
Some ſay this Chain the doubtful Senſe Iides, 


5 Confines the Fancy, and the Judgment guides; 


Im ſure in needleſs Bonds it Poets tyes, 


Procruſtes like, the Ax or Wheel applies, 8 8 ; 


To lop the mangled Senſe, or ſtretch it into fize : 


At beſt a Crutch that lifts the weak along, 


Supports. the feeble, but retards the ftrong ; 
And the chance Thoughts, when govern'd by the loſes 


| Ok riſe to Fuſtian, or deſcend to Proſe, | 
Your 


— 


75 the Ae of Me. Joun Nane 5 


Vour Judgment, Philips, rul'd with ſteddy Sway, 
You us'd no curbing Rhyme; the Muſe to Rays. 
To ſtop her Fury, or direct her Way. 5 
Thee on the Wing thy uncheck'd Vigor borez. | 
To wanton freely, or ſecurely ſoar. | 


80 the firetch'd Cord the Shackle-Dancer tries. 
As prone to fall, as impotent to riſe; 
When freed he moves, the ſturdy Cable bends, 
He mounts with Pleaſure, and ſecure deſcends; 


a 


Now dropping ſeems to ſtrike the diſtant Ground, 


Now os in Air his 2 ring Feet rebound. 


Rail on ye Triflers, who to witl's repair | 
For new Lampoons, freſh Cant, or modiſh Air ;; 


| Rail on at Miltor's Son, who wiſely bold 
Rejects new Phraſes, and reſumes the old: 


Thus Chaucer lives in younger Spencer's Strains, 
In Maro's Page reviving Ennius reigns ; | 
The ancient Words the Majeſty compleat,. 

And make the Poem venerably great: 

So when the Queen in Royal Habit's dreſt, 

Old myſtick Emblems grace th' Imperial Veſt;. 

And i in g Robes all Anna ſtands confeſt. 


| 


= * 


A 5 Bard, to Fame by volumes rais d. 
At Dick's, and Batſon 8, and thro' Smithfield prais d 
Cries out aloud Bold Oxford Bard forbear 
With rugged Numbers to torment my Ear; 
Vet not like thee the heavy. Critick ſoars, 
But paints in Fuſtian, or in turn deplores; 
With Bunyar's Style prophanes heroick Songs,, 
: To the tenth Page lean Homilies 3 | 


How op ning Heav'ns their happy Regions ſhow ; 


0 , 
. . 
* 
* 4 


And Saints rejoyce above, and Sinners howl below 


= 92 2 the 1 f Mr. was en. 


For far-fetch'd Rhymes makes puzled Angels ſtrain, 


And in low Proſe dull Lucifer complain; 
His envious Muſe by native Dulneſs curſt, 
Damns the beſt Poems, and contrives the worſt. 


Beyond his Praiſe or Blame thy Works prevail, 
Compleat where Dryden and thy Milton. fail ; 


Great Milton's Wing on lower Themes ſubſides, 5 


And Dryden oft in Rhyme his Weakneſs hides; 
You ne'er with jingling Words deceive the Ear, 
And yet, on humble Subjects, great appear. 
Thrice happy Youth whom noble Js crowns ! 
Whom Blackmore cenſures, and Godolphin owns: 
So on the tuneful Margaritas Tongue 
The liſt ning Nymphs, and raviſh'd Heroes hung; 


But Citts and Fops the Heav'n-born Muſick blame, 


Aud bawl, and hiſs, and damn her into Fame; 
| Like her ſweet Voice is thy harmonious Song, 
A As high, as wet, as ealie, and as ſtrong. | 


Oh! had relenting Heay" n prolong d his "Hp | 


The tow'ring Bard had ſung in nobler Lays, 


x How the Jaſt Trumpet wakes the lazy Dead, 


_ How Saints aloft the Croſs triumphant ſpread; 
And yawning Gulphs with flaming Vengeance glow ; 


Well might he ſing the Day he could not fear, 
And paint the Glories he was an te Mer. 


Oh beſt of Friends, will ne er rhe filent Um þ 


: To our juſt Vows the hapleſs Youth return? 


2 . * 
| - Muſt 
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25 the Ae of Mr. Jawn! 5 8 4 
Mut he no more divert the tedious Day? | 

Nor ſparkling Thoughts in antique Words convey 5 
No more to harmleſs Irony deſcend, | ; 


To noiſy Fools a grave Attention lend, 
Nor merry Tales with learn'd Quotations blend ? 
No more in falſe pathetick Phraſe complain = 
Of Delia's Wit, her Charms, and her Diſdain ? + 
Who now#ſhall God-like Anna's Fame diffuſe ? 
Muſt ſhe, when moſt ſhe merits, want a Muſe ? 
Who now our Twyſden's glorious Fate ſhall tell; 
' How lov'd he liv'd, and how deplor'd he fell? 
How, while the troubled Elements around, 
Earth, Water, Air, the ſtunning Din reſound ; 
Through Streams of Smoak, and adverſe Fire he rides, : 
While ev'ry Shot is levell'd at his Sides? 
How, while the fainting Dutch remotely fre, 
And the fam'd Exgene's Iron Troops retire, 
In the firſt Front amidft a flaughter'd Pile, 
High on the Mound he dy d near Great Argyle, 


Whom ſhall I find anbyaſ? d in Diſpute, 
Eager to learn, unwilling to confute 2 © 
To whom the Labours of my Soul diſcloſe, 
Reveal my Pleaſure, or diſcharge my Woes ? - 

Oh! in that heav'nly Youth for ever ends 
The Beſt of Sons, of Brothers, and of Friends. 
He ſacred Friendſhip's ſtricteſt Laws obey d. 3 
Vet more by Conſcience. than by Friendſhip ſway d; 
Againſt himſelf his Gratitude maintain'd, | 
By Favours paſt, not future Proſpects gain'd : 
Not nicely chuſing, tho' by all deſir d., 
| Tho' learn'd, not vain; and humble, tho admir d: 


Candid : 
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84 25 the Memory of "Mr. Joun ran 
Candid to all, but to himſelf ſevere, 
In Humour pliant, as in Life auſtere. 
A wiſe Content his even Soul ſecur'd, 
By Want not ſhaken, nor by Wealth allur d. 
To all ſineere, tho' earneſt to commend, 
Could praiſe a Rival, or condemn a Friend. 
To him old Greece and Rome were fully known, 
Their Tongues, their Spirits, and their Styles his own J 


Pleas'd the leaſt ſteps of famous Men to view, | 
Our Author's Works, and Lives, and Souls he knew; 


Paid to the Learn'd and Great the ſame Eſteem, + 

The one his Pattern, and the one his Theme: 
With equal Judgment his capacious Mind _ 
Warm Pindar's Rage, and Euclids Reaſon j Joyn d. 

Judicious Phyſick's noble Art to gain ; | 

All Drugs and Plants explor'd, alas in vain! 

The Drugs and Plants their drooping Maſter fail'd; 

Nor Goodneſs now, nor Learning ought avail'd; 
Vet to the Bard his Churchills Soul they gave, 

| And made him ſcorn the Life oy could not ave ; : 


The Weight that all his fainting Limbs oppreſt, 
The Coughs that ſtruggled from his weary Breaſt 2 
Could he unmov'd approaching Death ſuſtain ? 
Its flow Advances, and its racking Pain? FE, 
Could he ſerene his Weeping Friends ſurvey, | | 


Elſe FRET? he bee unmov'd the fatal Gueſt 1 


5 In his lat Hours his eaſie Wit diſplay, - 
Like the rich Fruit he ſings, delicious in decay? 
Once on thy Eriends look down, lamented Shade, 


; And view the Honours to thy 120 =” 


Some 
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Others immortal Epitaphs defign ; 


To the Memony of Mr.Joun PuiLies. 87 
Some thy lov'd Duſt in Parian Stones —_— > Þ-- 


With Wit, and Strength, that only yields to thine : - 
Even I, though flow to touch the painful String, 
Awake from Slumber, and attempt to fing. 
Thee, Philips, thee deſpairing Vaga mourns, 
And gentle 1/s ſoft Complaints returns; 
Dormer laments amidſt the Wars Alarms, 
And Cecil weeps in beauteous Tufton's Arms: 
Thee on the Po kind Somerſet deplores, 
And ev'n that charming Scene his Grief reſtores: 
He to thy Loſs each mournful Air applies, 
Mindful of thee on huge Taburnus lies 
But moſt at * 8 Tomb his ſwelling Sorrows riſe 
| . you, fil darling Friends, nay no more, 
_ Diſplay his Fame, and not his Fate deplore; 
And let no Tears from erring Pity flow, 
For One that's bleſt above, immortaliz d below. 
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Charlettus Percival lo V 10 


ORA "TY wi fonvit ends 
Nec puer nigras tepefecit undas, 


Acer ad notos calamus labores 
| Sponte recurrit. 


: «Quid: prius noſtris potiuſve chartis 


Illinam? Cuinam vigil ante noctem 
Sole N redeunte Scriptor 

Re Mitto ſalutem 2 

Tu meis chartis, ige Percivalle, 


He Vnice dignus; tibi pectus implet . 


Non minor noſtro novitatis ardor; 


Tu quoque Scriptor, 05 


G Derutit r rumor (mihi multa"defett 
Rumor) in ſylvis modo te dedifſe 


Furibus * mediumque ll im- 5 


pune ſtetiſſe. 


| Suche num vivit adhuc Caballus 5 „ 
Anne? lerneis potiora Gazis, | 


os tua vita Tibi chariora, RN 

5 ” Scripta ſuperſunt + * 
Cui n noſtras, relegiſque chartas? 

Cui meam laudas generoſitatem ? 

| oe meis verbis, mea neſcientem, 


Y Mane n 
A | 5 


Scribe 
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Hrcivallis Charlitto ſus 


Ualis injbabln capiendus ulnis 
Limen attingit tibi gratus hoſpes 
Quum ſacras primum ſubit aut relinquit 
Iſidis arces, 
Qualis exultat tibi pars mamillææ 
Lava, quum cantu propriore ſtrident 
cm & 3 jam moneant adeſſe 
Cornua, chartas, 
Tale per noſtrum jecur & medullas 
Gaudium fluxit, ſimul ac. recluſis 
Vinculis vidi bend literati. | 
4 Nomen amici. 


_ - — 2 — —— N * R — 

o ans CL” bc 823 EE "IE" Ia A a : Ig _ 222 
ö | F 

2 — ne eee — * — ee b 2 

by 2 SR 6 — — > 28 — > TG n 2 


E 


* 
£ 
1 
is 
x 
p 
: 
* 


. 
* 

-F 
'N 
1 

* 

* 
> 


g 
„ 
21 
* 
1 


Obrioz fures, uti fama verax - = M7 
Rettulit, ſenſi pavidus tremenſque-; | " 
Sed fui, ſumque, excipias timorem, ee 
Cecstera Des > 
Scire fi ſylvam cupias pericli e 


Conſciam, & triſtes nemoris tenebras, 
Conſulas lentè tabulas parantem 
Te duce Colum. 
Flebilis legi miſeranda docti 
Fata pictoris, ſed & hoc i iniqua 
Data conſolor, ſupereſt perempto 5 
Rixone * e 
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Scribe Securus, quid agit Senatus 
Quid Caput ſtertit grave ar, 
Quid Comes Guildford, quid habent novorum 


Dawksque Dyerque, 


Me meus, | quondam tuus, è popinis 
Jenny jam viſit, lacrimanſque narrat, 
| Dum molit fucos, ſubito peremptum 


Funere Rixon. 


Narrat (avertat Deus inquit omen) 


Hoſpitem notæ periifſe. Mitxæ; 


I Narrat immerſam prope limen urbis 


Flumine cymbam. 


Narrat at portis meus Hinton aſtat, 
Nuncius Pricket redit, avocat me - 
en, & ſeribendæ alid requirunt 


_ Mille en | 


- (89) 
Quæ tamen mitram mulier labantem 
Fulciet? munus vetulæ parentis, _ 
Anna preftabit, niſi fors' Terni 
| Hoſpita Cygni. 
". Lies accepi celeres vigere © 
Pricketi plantas, fimul ambulanti 
| Plaudo Sherwino, pueroque Davo 
- Mitto-falutem. 
| Jenny, poſt Hinton; comitum tuorum 
Primus, ante omnes mihi gratulandus, 
Qui tibi totus vacat, & vacabit, 3 

. Nec vetat Uxor. 

Hæc ego luſt properante mus 
 Teſbie vatis numeros ſecutus, 

Si novi quid ſit, meliùs docebit | 
| Sermo pedeſtris. * 
„ 


Canitant mecum Comites lerne, 5 
Malta qui de te memorant culullos 


Inter, & pulli, vice literarum, 
Crus tibi mittunt. 
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POCOCKIUS 


YUM cxde tellus juxuriat W 
Meum Pococxt barbiton exigis, 
Manefgue muſam faſtuoſam 
Sollicitant pretioſiores. 
Alter virentum prorurat agmina 
Sonora Thracum, donaque Phillidi 
Agat puellas, heu decoris 
Virginibus nimis invidenti. 
Te nuda Virtus, te Fidei pius 
Ardor ſerendæ, ſanctaque Veritas 
Per ſaxa, per pontum, per hoſtes 
Præcipitant Aſiæ miſertum: 
Cohors catenis quà pia ſtridulis 
Gemunt onuſti, vel ſude trans ſinum 
Luctantur acta, penduliye. 
Sanguineis trepidant in uncis, 
Sentis ut edunt fibila, ut ardui _ 
Micant dracones, tigris ut horrides 
I ntorquet ungues, ejulätque 
In madido crocodilus antro 
Vides lacunæ ſulphure lividos 
Ardere flucus, qui ſtetit impiæ 


Se 


gr 'POCOCKIUS. 


Oudd il tellus fi ſimiles tibi 
Si fortè denos nutrierat Viros, 
Adhuc ſtetiſſet, nec vibrato 
Dextra Dei tonuiſſet igne. 
Quin nunc requiris tecta virentia 
Nini ferocis, nunc Babel arduum, 
Immane opus, creſcentibuſque a 
Vertice ſideribus propinquum. _ 
Nequicquam: Amici diſparibus ſonis 
Eludit aures neſcius artifex, 
Linguaſque miratur recentes 
In patriis peregrinus oris. 
Voeſtitur hinc tot ſermo coloribus, 
Quot tu, Pococxt, diſſimilis tui 
Onator effers, quot viciſſim 
Te memores celebrare gaudent. 
Hi non tacebunt quo Syriam ſenex 
Percurrit æſtu raptus, ut arcibus' . 
Non jam ſuperbis, & verendis — 
Indoluit Solime ruinis. 
8 corda pulſans tunc pavor hauſerat 
Dolor quis arſit non ſine gaudio, 
Cum huſta Chriſti provolutus 
Ambiguis fictiryinis nere! + 
Sacratur arbos multa Pococxto, - 


Locoſque monſtrans inquiet accola, == 


Hæc quercus Hoſeam ſupinum, 
Hæc Britonem recreavit ornus. 
Hic audierunt gens venerabilem 
Ebræa Moſen, inde Pococxiuun 
Non ore, non annis minorem, 
Aͤtque ſuam didicere linguam. 
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Simul favillas, & cineres finu 
Eructat ardenti, & pruinis 
Contiguas rotat: Ætna flammas; 
Sic te trementem, te nive candidum 


| Mens intus urget, mens agit ignea 


Sequi reluctantem Iotlem 
Per tonitru, atreaſque nubes 


- Annon paveſcis, dum tuba pallidum | 


Ciet Sionem, dum tremulum polo 
Caligat aſtrum, atque incubanti | 
Terra nigrans tegitur ſub umbri ?_ 


Quod agmen! heu quæ turma ſequacibus 


Tremenda flammis ! quis ſtrepitantium 


Flictus rotarum eſt! O Pococxt 
Egregie, O animoſe Vatis 


Interpres abſtruſi, O fimili ferè 


Correpte flamma, te, quot imagine 
Crucis notantur, te, ſubacto | 
Chriſticole gravis Ottomannus 
Gemens requirit, te Babylonii 
Narrant poëtæ, te pharetris Arabs - 
Plorat revulſis, & fragoſos 
Jam gravior ferit horror agros. 
Quai Geſta nondum cognita Cæſaris, 


2 Qui nec Matronis ſcripta, Pococxrvs = 


_. Ploratur ingens, & dolenda 
Neſtoreæ brevitas ſenectæ 


PO COCK IUsS. 


Ac ſicut albens perpetui nive 
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For the YEAR 1705. 
Anus did ever to thy wond'ring Eyes, 

So bright a Scene of Triumph riſe? 
Did ever Greece or Rome ſuch Lawrels wear, 5 | 
As crown'd the laſt auſpicious Year ? 

When firſt at Blezheim ANNE Her Enſigns ſpread, | 
And Malbro' to the Field the ſhoutiug Squadrons led, 
| In vain the Hills and Streams oppoſe, _ 

In vain the hollow Ground in faithleſs Hillocks zole.., 


To the rough Danube's winding Shore, 
His ſhatter'd Foes the conqu ring . bore. 


II. 


They ſee with ſtaring "WHAT Eyes 
| The rapid Torrent roll, the foaming Billows riſe; 
| Amar'd, aghaſt, they turn, but find, 

In Marlbro's Arms, a ſurer Fate behind. 


| Now his red Sword aloft impenkss 
* | ee” 3 Now 
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Ps. | ODE for the Tar 1707. 8 
No on their ſhrinking Heads deſcends: '  - . 
Wild and diſtracted, with their Fears. 
They juſtling plunge amidſt the ſounding 8 
The Flood away the ſtruggling Squadrons ſweeps, 
£ And Men, and Arms, and Horſes Whirling . 
The frighted Danube to the Sea retreats, — WW} 
The Dagule ſoon the flying Ocean meets. ( 
Flying the Thunder of Great ANNA Fleets, | 


\ Ull r — 


| III. 
5 Rooke on the 165 aſſerts her Sway, . 
Flameß o' ercthe tremblin Ocean play, 7& 2 1 
And Clouds of Smoak Ache ch _ Z 
Aﬀrighted Europe hears the Cannons roar, 1 
And Africk echoes from its diſtant Shore. * 
The French, unequal in the Fight. 5 by 


4] In Force ſuperior, take their Flight. 
= Factions in vain the Hero's: Worth Bap, 2 
8 in vain us . ane wi . a | 


i 
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. be? PT a future view,” 2b 
| The Gloxies of her Reign ſurvey, 
| ; Which ſhall o'er France her Arms diſplay, - * ; 
| | And Kingdoms now Her own ſubdue. al 91 
"| Lewis, for Oppreſſion born; © 
Loeeuis in his Turn, ſhall mourn. 
' While his conquer d happy 5wai | 
| Shall hug their eaſy: wiſh'd-for* *Chains.. = 
Otmers, inſlay d by Victory, 
Their Subjects, as their Foes,” oppreſs; "PE 
AN NA conquers. but to FO 7 | 
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Badlejjs e indictos; fi —.— 8 
ren ad tumulum, A Viris diſerti 
ſolenniter pronuntiatas; fi Muſas Oxonienn- 
= :/* deflendis Regum excquiis unice devon- - 
das, Boaley famam immortalitati conſe-- 
crantes, ſi (quod. illi in gloriam eee, e 1 
Nec ördinum dolorem, ea tem „ 
communi mortalium ſorte, — ctiſſimis ae N 
= præceptis, non ipſa beneficiorum an PET ' | 
aliquantulum' reſpiciamus : Ad hæc quidem tem 
por flier reſervari videamur ; quibus ad nos Bede: 
re An recordatio; ad nos _ Mi 
DAN! aur ie .martis, cher minimè pertin NY 
Licet igitur, Viri Clariſimi laudes ſine dan 85 
WE | nuOME. comm DENA! 1 
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men non nugis vacantem (quod ejus fere eſt ztatis) a- 
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cet ſubtilitas, abeſt plerumque oratorum venuſtas: Ec- 
e quis 


=_  - 98) 5 
care Incolarum Illuſtrium ſemper fœcundam, & Danmo- 
. #5js Heroibus etiamnum celeberrimam; licet Parentes re- 

colere virtute magis quam opibus ſpecrabiles, licet Pue- 
tum celebrare, gliſcente Mariæ ſævitid, profugum, ex- 
torrem, religionis ergo exulem novennem: Adeo ta- 


ded non malis fractum, aut ſtudiis abalienatum (quod 
ætãtis eſt etiam pròvecuictis) ut ud reconditiargs Huaſtjue 
ditciplinas nee annis mec fortun 
jiceret; at Calvinum Theôlogiæ, Chevalerium linguæ 
Hehree, Canſtuntiuum Homeri Interpretem audiret, ut 
Uyfgrad inſtar, eujus tunc evolyebat itinera vagari una 
videretur N dll 
Illuſtrem max xcepit ulem Magdaleng , natorum 
tafa/Hootibas, tum iifartun ii inchiwa, —.— læ- 
titia,reducem complexa, gua fl:os. Hon ita pridem ſuos 
ab exKio nee fititbemi nec inglorio felicitèr re vocatos. 
In doctiſſimam deinde cooptatus eſt Mertonenſium ſo- 
cietatem, omnigenæ literature chm Luminikas binn Pa- 
Fronts abundantem. Bradvardinis, Occamis, Ftotis, non 
minus quam Boadleio; illo Fundatore, iſtis Bibliothece or- 
parents, ſuperbientem: Societatem, per | | 
Boles etiam fine Bodleio clariſſimam: 8. 


aliis omnibus 11 antepoſuit, chm oh feyeritatem 


— 


morum, tum ob | 
præditus quæ arctiffimos limites tranſgredi non vellet; 
eo ingenio quod nec ampliffimis contineri poli -Adeg 
ut dum nos planè imbecillimi Theologiz aliter non in- 
fpiciendz animos unicè adjungimus; dum adhibito qua- 
fl perſpieillo ut viſum intendamus, radios contrahimus; 
ius animus capacior oculi ad inſtar diverfifiimmis rerum 
ſpeciebus ſimul perſpiciendis ſuſficeret, eam aſſecutus va- 
rictatem, ut vix diſtinctè, ita diſtinctè ut varietatem vix 
aſſequi poſſe arbitremur. n 
An Vis enim linguarum peritis, & memoria ſæpius 


dee eee 
keumen ut nurimum deſiderzmus: In Philoſophis elu- 
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convenient ſe ad- 


nem, quam 


udiorum libertatem, 33 virtute 
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quis autem Hodleio par noſtto ſermonem Græcum tam 
verborum copia quam difficultate impeditum doctiſſimis 


bhominum Nertronenſilius explicuit Preleffor egregius? 


Ecyuis diſciplinam rerum naturalium tam incertitudine 


quam obſcuritate laborantem, univerſe Academia ade 


enucleatè expoſuit Profeſſor acutiſſimus? Ecquis pari e- 
loquentiz gloria, mihi heu! nimium deſiderata, efflc-- 
tuit Oraror publicus ? Hæc autem omnia inter ſe quam 
maximè disjunta, & penè repugnantia non modo mi- 
rificè excoluit Bodleius, ſed & omnes antiquarum civi- 
tatum annales evolvit; ſed emensã iterum Europa, 


præſentium ſtudia, leges, commoda accurate notavit; 


raros caſus & viciſſitudines animo præcepit; quorum 
linguas edidicerat puer, eorum mores. adultus explora- 
vit; a quibus olim doctrinam, ab illis nunc & ſapier.— 
tiam repetivit; ita demum chm in Philoſophiz tum in 
Imperii arcanis verſatus, ut quem ornamento ſibi duxe-. 
rit Academia eum præſidio ſibi fore expectaret Britannia 
ut quam in Europ peragrandà ſcientiam Viator obti- 


nuerat, eam in conſervanda Legatus exerceret.. 


Ad quam quidem provinciam ſuſcipiendam non ſatis 
idoneum aut abſolutum effinxiſſe videatur ſive: coacer- 
vata domi eruditio, ſive experientia foris exquiſita. Le- 
gati enim eſt ſua premere conſilia aliena explorare : 4 
eademict ſua aperire, aliena negligere, alterius eſt au- 
dacem ſe præbere & comem, alterius verecundum eſſe 


nec urbanum, Iſtius inimicis adblandiri, Hujus etiam 
amicos reprehendere, Legati eſt omnibus omnia aſſen- 


tari, Acauemici alienam plerumque impugnare ſenten- 
tiam, aliquando & ſuam: Alterius cedendo & Parthics 
quàdam fuga,: hujus oppugnando & Roman quaſi vir 
tute devincere: Bodleio igitur literis imbuto non defuit 
morum elegantia, peregrinatione exculto uſus & exer- 
eitatio; Adeo ut Academicus ille noſter ad munia im- 
perii obeunda Lucullo ſimilis accederet, quem nperatao- 
rem prius Roma ſalutavit, quam tyronem conſcripſerit. 
Legationem ad Germaniam, ad Panos pretermitto ,, 
iſtamque ob. Gallos feliciter conſervaros nunquam fine: 


7 - — — 


ſcripto munus hoc difficillimum adminiſtra 


(98) 


laude memorandam ; Ad Belgas ſuſceptam lubens com- 


memoro, quos armis offendit fractos, dolis circumven- 


tos, ſpe dejectos, metu exanimatos, deſperatione tor- 


pentes, conſilii impotes; quos excitari prius oportuit, 
quam duci, prius impelli quam dirigi; Navium quibus 
inclareſcunt ad inſtar, quæ curſu citatiore abreptæ clavo 
facile inflecti poſſunt, tardiore delatæ gubernaculo pa- 


rum obſequuntur. Bodleio igitur incubuit plebeculam ig- 


navam ciere, rudem formare, levem ſtabilire, anteceſ- 


Joris odia reſtinguere, ſui ſuſpicionem amoliri, partium 
ſtudia componere, mutuas fimultates evellere; Rem- 


publicam demùm magnis laboribus reſtitutam, numero 


| exiguam, opibus tenuem, viribus imbecillem, cum Gente 


longe potentiſſima, victoriis inflati, divitiis abundante, 


exercitui veterano confisd, Duce præſtantiſſimo animata 


non infeliciter committere. Quòd ſi accitis ex omni 
parte auxiliis, ſi adhibitis Regina mandatis, — præ- 

| et, ſedem 
forian Mauritiò proximam meruiſſet privatus, quam & 


occupavit Eliſe Vicarius. Cùm autem ſuo prorſus ar- 


butrio, fine ullius adminiculo, fine ullo five Principis ſi- 
ve Concilii interventu negotia tanti momenti, tantæ dif- 
ficultatis conficeret, meruit certè ut imagine ſaltem, 
qua Yirum nuper ipfi ſimilimum, tali & ipſum Bata- 


Ni, in ſenatu #ternaſſent. Unus enim omnia excogi- 


tavit, unus peregit;; idem Legati, idem Conſiliarij partes 
ſuſtjnuit. Alii ſecundam ſibi palmam ſolummodo ven- 

cant tam miniſtris quam Principi communem, unus 
fbi integram aſſeruit Bodleius, id ſolum gloriæ Eliſe re- 


Fe 0 ll conſummatum delegiſſe, id unum 


bi arrogans ab Elisa fuiſſe delectum. 
| Sinite, quæſo, hic loci exitum Bodleiani muneris feli- 
mum advertere; ut Belgarum res tenues & afflictæ 
indies convaluerint; ut ex illo tempore Farneſius nihil 


Fama, nihil expectatione, nihil rebus geſtis dignum præ- 


ſtiterit; ut ille Antverpia domità, tot provincys accep- 


tis, Henrico illo magno ſæpius triumphato clarus, trium- 


phatus a Bodlejo nec armato diſceſſerit. n 
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« 99) 
ſand erat ut ex quo tantus in Rempublicam obveniſſes 


fructus, in ipſum aliquis redundaret; ut quem apud 
exteros locum cum periculo, eum domi cum dignitate 
obtineret, niſi quod qui animi magnitudine ſummos 
labores obiifſet, eãdem honores detrectaſſet: Iis cert 
multum abſimilis, quorum ampliſſima plus ſatis conſtant 


præmia adhuc in: occulto ſunt merita. 
Alii quidem honores non tam relinquere quam ab iis 


| relinqui, non tam deſcendere quam deturbari videntur, 
Badleio exulanti fimiliores quam ſecedenti. Cum enim 
Scipio ille noſter Imperij faſces periclitante regno alacri- 


ter arreptos, incolumi ukro depoſuiſſet, cum ſe ſatis 


Reipublice, Academia parum vixiſſe ſentiret; cum ſerid_ 
adverterat ſacros codices velut olim ipſorum autores te- 
nebris obrui, cum patrum opera per Ethnicorum ho- 
ſtium manus feliciſſimè tranſmiſſa ab ipſis Patrum ſuc- 


ceſſoribus corrumpi & contaminari; cum ant iquorum 


ſcripta hominum ritu in ſylvis degentium disjici late & 
ſpargi, omnibuſque ſive mutilanda ſive ſpolianda objecta- 


ri; ſcriptores hinc inde diſſipatos in doctiſſimum con- 


ſortium coegit, atque Immortali hac civitate donavit; 
qu exules hoſpitio excipiat literato, quali olim Bodleium 5 


Gene ua; ubi Homerum in æternum Conſtantinus explicat; 


ubi majorum ſcripta pervolvat Grecus antiſtes, quæ nee 
ſua præbet Philopopolis. Quali autem admiratione per- 
culſus, quo ardore accenſus, quam avido intuitu ſenex 


ille venerabilis ſtupendæ huic moli oculos inexpletos 


infixerit lacrymis fortaſsè Preſlis Byzantine. recolens 
ef ruinam ?, | 


Quiſqamne vero clariſſimis Jterarom ſaqariis aſſuetus, 


immenſam hanc omnium Linguarum, Artium, Natio- 


uum, Ætatum, Scientiarum congeriem attonitus non 
obſtupeſcit ? Num Vaticana ſtrues opibus Gentium ex- 


| hauſtis conſtructa, direptarum Urbium ſpoliis amplifica- 


ta, conjunctis diſtantium ſceculorum laboribus promota 


2 * Bodleians Domus ſplendorem aut amplitudinem aſ- 
ſutrexerit? Num Reges ſubditorum æra pro arbitrio- 


| Fr Br large des num hi fautores Merarum to- 


ties 
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ties decantati, quzſtiflimis oratorum preconſis ſtii 


lati; inexſaturatâ gloriæ fite ardentes, num ad magnifi- 


7 


krientiam Bodleii accedunt privati & modeſti? 


Verum enimvero materia tam grandi incalentem, pru- 
dentiſſima avocant Manritii inſtituta, qui Bodieium ho- 
minum optimum, Hebreamgue Linguarum ſanctiſſimam, 
una commendari voluit: Linguam Dei inſtitutione con- 

ſecratim, uſu venerabilem, lege cohoneftatam ; cæ- 


teris ablimilem, ex miſta alienarum vocum farragine 
eonflatis, quaque ortz ſunt confuſionem referentibus ; 
fed puram, ſimplicem, ſinceram, ſaiſque cum Judeis 
exterirum Gentium fœcibus intaminatam; ea vocum 
_ parfimoni4 elucentem ut diſcenti non obſit; ea vi ut 
dec deſit cob: Linguam non verborum origine è lon- 


ginquo repetita perplexam, ſed ex intima rerum natura 


voces depromentem; & ipſa nomenclaturã quodammo- 
do philoſophantem. Interpretum gregem fruſtrà conſulas, 
aliquandò ineptum ſæpiſſimè & iniquum, ſcripturas ad 
opiniones ſuas ſtepius trahentem, quan opiniones ad 
Scripturas conformantem. „„ 


Ecquis autem ſublimem Hebraoram majeſtatem ſer- 
mone humili aſſequetur & vulgari; Ecquis ad Iſaiæ aut 


Hoſes ſpiritum verſione aſſurget, qui infra Homerum aut 
Virgins ſubſidit? Quis demum fermo iiſdem verbis con- 
ceptam idearum complectetur varietatem, quarum omnes. 


inter ſe abſimiles, ſingulo percipienti videntur præſtantiſſi- 


mz; Qualis olim Jadæorum Mannæ ſingulis ſaporem præ- 
but diverſum, fingulis tamen gratiſſimum: Cui igitur lin- 


gua hæc non arridet difficillima tum pretioſior, tum viliſſi- 


ma facilior? præſertim cum reverendum Profeſſorem nacti 
famus, ſtudiorum Dacem, cum in illo meliorem habeamus. 


Chevalerium, cujus five gloriũ poſſumus excitari, ſive præ- 


ceptis erudiri: Et viri quidem Reverend conſpectus Bod- 


leium mihi in memoriam revocat, tot illi nominibus de 


vinctum, ſive quod quas ille autorum copias in Rei li- 
teraris ſubſidium regia quadam munificentià conſcrip- 
- ferit, hic ſcientiã plane imperatoria inſtructas & diſpoſi- 


tas ſub ſignis collocarit; five quod munus honorificum, 


velus 
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velut olim Bodleins, pari cum gloria: depoſuerit, qua 


prius adminiſtravit; five quod Muſeum illud æternum 
cui ceſſat procuratione proſpicere, ſcriptis pergat exor- 
nare. Quanquam autem viri egregj laudibus immorari 


- thm jucundiſimum, tum uberrimum fit, ad Boglez tamen 


virtutes brevi recolendas orationis hujuſce ratio reverti 
jubet. Qui eo religionem ardore proſecutus eſt, ut multa 


ejus causa Puer pertulerit, multa vir confecerit, hinc tan- _ 


tum non Vicłima, firmiſſima inde Tutela. Eam armis in- 
clinatam conſilio, libellis impugnatam munificentiã vindi- 


cavit. In illo eluxit Academicorum integritas, Aulicorum co- 


mitas. Quam exercent hi, prudentia, quam illi obtendunt 
ſmnceritas. Arcana ſibi commiſſa nec coætaneis credidit, 
ne parum-fidelis, nec poſtetis, ne parum haberetur vere- 
cundus: Eloquio juxta clarus ac taciturnitate, Gallze Prin- 
perm ſubditorum eripnit perfidia, Belgas Principis feevitia, 


Tyranni pariter. inimicus & perduellis. Ea dicendi venu- 
ſtate floruit, ut apud nos Oratoris, ea vi, ut Legati foras 


munus ſuſtineret. Literaturam & ornavit & promovit: 
Ejus omnia excoluit-genera, & 2 nobis excolenda cu- 
ravit. Inaſſueta honorum pompa nec attonitus, nec 


deguſtati delinitus. Scientiæ gloriam deſpexit literatus, 


dignitatis ſplendorem contempſit Aulicus. Summos ho- 
nores ſine ambitione attigit, ſine faſtu ſuſtinuit, ſine 
querelà reliquit. Magnam conſecutus gloriam muneri- 
bus abeundis, majorem detrectandis. A Geneva Epiſco- 
gatùs amautiſſimus, ab Academia rerum publicarum gna- 
rus, ab Aula diſceſſit pius. Ejus laboribus Europæ ſalus, 
ejuſdem otio- literatura debetur. Sibi in lacrum vertit 
res adverſas, humano generi ſecundas. Talis demum 

erat, ut cùm ab oratione hac nihil glorie reportare poſſit, 
tim fi quid minus frigidum, fi quid minus ineptum, fi 
quid minus vulgare conſecutus fuerim, id totum illi re- 
feratur acceptum, non aliter quam auguſta SHheldoniana 
molis faſtigia id ipſum laqueare ſuſtentant a quo fulciri 
videantur, _ 5 „„ "IK 
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